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THE 

SIX  SISTERS  OF  THE  VALLEYS. 


CHAPTER    I. 

THE  EYERLASTIXG  MOUXTAIXS. 

Ye  everlasting  mountains,  ye  immemo- 
rial tremblings  of  the  rougli-lie^TL  earth, 
ye  records  of  an  unfathomed  past,  what 
mighty  influences  have  ye  had  on  the 
destinies  of  the  human  race  I  The  tyrants 
of  mankind  would  raze  your  ramparts,  ye 
coverts  for  the  victims  of  their  wrath. 
But  for  you,  liberty  had  perished  fi'om  the 
earth.  Hither  the  patriot  flies  when  his 
country  has  been  crushed  beneath  the 
despot's  heel;  in  your  caverns  the  per- 
secuted saint  finds  a  shrine  when  the 
church  of  his  fathers  smoulders  in  tlie 
wind;    upon    your   crags   the  apostles    of 
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liberty  plant  tlieir  banners,  wlien  death 
were  tlieir  portion  in  tlie  plains  beneath. 

Man  rears  his  massive  blocks  to  be 
the  grave  of  freedom,  and  the  sepulchre 
of  tliought  and  mind  ;  but  the  battlements 
which  God  has  bidden  the  earth  upheave 
herself,  environ  liberty  and  are  the  sanc- 
tuary of  truth. 

Hail,  blessed  liberty !  descending  from 
heaven,  thou  dost  alight  on  those  parts 
of  the  earth  which  are  nearest  to  thy  birth- 
place !  Let  thine  empire  be  the  world,  but 
let  thy  throne  be  the  mountain  glen,  which 
was  thy  shrine  when  the  earth  was  armed 
against  thee.  We  seek  thee  not  under  the 
bloody  guillotine,  but  rather  amid  the 
bloodless  snow  which  descends  among  the 
valleys  of  the  Alps. 

The  dashing  eagle,  scatheless  by  the 
avalanche,  the  wayward  chamois,  free  upon 
the  ice  field,  are  types  of  liberty :  the 
foaming  torrent,  begotten  of  the  mist  and 
glacier,    the  uprooted   pine,    athwart    the 
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volleying  spray,  speak  of  liberty :  tlie 
shattered  crag,  split  from  yon  eyrie,  and 
strewn  broadcast  in  tlie  valley,  is  nature's 
homage  to  liberty :  yon  serried  wayward 
summits  whicli  pierce  tlie  sky,  point  up- 
wards to  the  true  temple  of  liberty :  yea, 
ye  glorious  mountains,  ye  speak  to  the 
heart  of  man,  and  ye  speak  of  liberty  and 
God. 

And  ye  Alps,  with  your  everlasting 
glaciers,  your  arrowy  pinnacles,  your 
mythic  caverns  and  your  escarped  gorges, 
ye  have  been  bulwarks  against  Rome's 
oppression  ;  ye  have  many  a  mountain  pass 
and  many  a  bare  block  of  limestone  envi- 
roned by  the  brightest  memories  of  man's 
history,  his  struggles  for  purity  of  faith  and 
liberty  of  conscience. 

Ye  mountains,  whose  slopes  embody 
nature,  from  the  arctic  lichen  to  the  purple 
grape  and  southern  olive,  it  is  this  moral 
charm  which  makes  you  distinctive  among 
a  thousand  kindred   groups.       You    have 
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been  the  asylum  of  truth,  and  though 
you  shall  hereafter  crumble  into  scattered 
dust,  the  truth  you  shielded  shall  remain 
for  ever. 

But  for  you  this  struggling  band  of 
martyrs  had  long  since  perished ;  your 
fastnesses  protected  them,  your  caverns 
gave  them  hearths  and  altars,  your  rocks 
fought  for  them,  even  as  the  stars  in  their 
courses  fought  against  Sisera;  and  around 
whatever  crags,  from  the  blue  inland  sea 
to  the  plains  of  Hungary,  history  and  tradi- 
tion have  cast  their  enchantments,  none 
glow  with  holier  memories  of  religion, 
truth,  and  liberty,  than  those  of  Angrogna, 
Lucerna,  and  Perouse. 

Hail,  then,  ye  bulwarks  of  liberty,  which 
God  erected  against  Papal  Eome,  that  city 
of  the  Plain! 

It  is  the  night ;  in  her  silence  nature  is 
eloquent,  and  teems  with  the  past.  I  view 
yon  valleys  in  the  dewy  moonlight,  I  look 
along  that  hue  of  crags,  I  mark  the  bends 
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in  yon  river,  I  count  tlie  spurs  of  tliose 
ridges,  as  tliey  slioot  into  tlie  mid  vallej, 
and  the  chasing  phantoms  of  history  flit 
before  my  mind. 

Those  meadows,  from  which  the  dank 
dews  of  evening  are  ascending,  and  casting 
a  fragile  circlet  on  that  isolated  peak,  have 
been  the  battle-field  of  nations.  In  that 
secluded  dell  have  rung  the  shout  of  battle 
and  the  shock  of  arms,  when  French,  Irish, 
Italian,  Spaniard,  Swiss,  Bavarian,  have 
swayed  to  and  fro  with  the  tide  of  war. 

I  stand  where  martyrs  stood,  I  tread 
w^here  heroes  trod,  I  feel  the  spell  of  the 
great  and  good,  in  genius  and  in  suffering. 

Suffering !  it  has,  like  genius,  its  inspi- 
rations. The  heart  throbs  when  brought 
into  contact  with  suffermg,  for  the  mystic 
fear  of  that  dread  fellowship  pierces  the 
secret  recesses  of  the  soul. 

Look  at  these  valleys  !  Read  not  their 
legends,  but  their  histories.  Behold  yon 
dazzling  snow,  now  silvered  by  the  moon, 
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tlie  dark  red  blots  of  tlie  infant's  blood 
have  stained  that  virgin  hue.  Behold  yon 
waterfall,  leaping  with  the  thunders  of 
freedom,  it  has  roared  over  the  corpse  of 
the  youth  who  had  played  on  its  brink 
from  childhood,  but  who  perished  by  the 
sword  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  Mark  yon 
river,  seammg  the  valley  with  its  spark- 
ling track,  it  has  borne  the  ashes  of  the 
martyr,  and  gurgled  over  heaps  which  the 
Vatican  had  slain. 

Survey  yon  crags  and  gorges,  they 
have  witnessed  the  deeds  of  heroes,  out- 
vying those  of  Greece  and  Rome,  and 
which,  if  vouchsafed  one  page  of  classic 
history,  would  have  been  the  theme  of 
eternal  song. 

Retrace  centuries;  when  the  Arian 
Goth  flooded  Italy,  the  truths  which  Paul 
spake  on  Mars  Hill  clung  to  these  rocks ; 
when  the  Moslem  threatened  to  supplant 
the  Cross  by  the  Crescent,  the  saving 
doctrines  of  the  Gospel  mingled  with  these 
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mountain  breezes ;  when  the  black  wave 
of  ignorance  and  superstition  submerged 
Europe,  behold  this  island  of  light — for 
when  gross  darkness  covered  the  nations, 
the  people  that  dwelt  here  saw  a  great  light. 

In  the  lone  cottage  in  Angrogna's  glen, 
centuries  before  Tyndale,  was  the  word  of 
God  rehearsed  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

Behold  in  these  valleys  the  rocky  cradle 
of  truth,  ao^ainst  which  Rome  hath  fous^ht 

■'CD  O 

for  centuries,  but  against  which  she  has 
fought  in  vain.  To  you,  ye  Alps,  shall  be 
given  voices  m  the  day  of  judgment.  Break 
forth,  ye  mountains,  ye  forests,  with  every 
tree  that  is  therein ;  ye  everlasting  hills, 
keep  not  silent,  denounce  the  deeds  of  blood 
of  the  accursed  city. 

Look  at  this  scene  !  To  the  external 
eye,  Mature  is  unchanged.  Those  crags 
stand  forth  as  when  Cattanee  and  De  la 
Trinite  marched  to  blood  :  the  Chin-ch  of 
Eome  is  unchanged,  a  pledged  foe  to  light, 
liberty,    and  truth :  the  religion  of  these 
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valleys  is  uncliaiiged ;  for  the  Fathers  have 
declared  to  their  sons  the  same  truths 
which  rivet  them  to  Apostles. 

Changes  have  swept  over  Europe, 
social,  political,  military.  The  conquerors 
have  advanced  and  fled,  armies  have  melted 
away,  kingdoms  have  waxed  and  waned, 
dynasties  have  sunk  into  the  debris  of 
mankind;  but  as  a  silent  pledge  of  an 
unchanging  future,  these  valleys  have 
remained  unchanged  in  faith,  because  they 
have  abided  under  the  shadow  of  the 
Almighty,  in  very  truth  "His  Israel  of 
the  Alps." 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE    SLOPES    OF    THE    YANDALIX. 

The  shadows  of  nisflit  still  overcast  the 
mountain,  as  E  chard  and  Ardoine  ascended 
the  steep  slopes  of  the  Yandalin,  in 
the  direction  of  Castelluzzo.  Ardoine 
leaned  from  time  to  time  on  E chard  as  if, 
amid  the  visions  of  the  harrowing  past, 
she  would  assure  herself  of  the  reality  of 
a  brighter  present.  Xor  could  E chard 
resist  giving  himself  up  to  the  enrapturing 
communion  of  love,  sweeter  from  the  painfrd 
memories  of  the  past,  and  from  the  appre- 
hension of  a  perilous  friture. 

"Ardoine,"   whispered  Echard,  as   he 
led   her  over   an  Alpine   bridge  of  pines, 
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rudely  cast  across  the  stream,  "  liow  can  I 
tell  you  what  my  feelings  have  been  ?  I  am 
almost  bewildered  by  this  sudden  tran- 
sition from  misery  to  happiness.  My  heart 
was  wrung  with  agony  in  my  dungeon  ;  not 
because  I  was  a  prisoner,  or  that  I  knew 
I  was  doomed  to  death,  but  because  you 
were  lost.  I  had  previously  trembled  at 
the  bare  thought  of  such  a  calamity,  and 
the  knowledge  of  the  fact  drove  me  almost 
to  madness.  You  were  a  prisoner,  and 
might  be  tortured ;  death  was  your  probable 
fate,  and  I  felt  that  you  would  naturally 
brand  me  as  your  betrayer,  and  as  the  cause 
of  your  misfortunes." 

"  Echard,  I  too  have  suffered  in  many 
ways,  which  I  cannot  relate,  but  bitter 
was  it  when  doubts  about  your  honour 
were  forced  upon  my  mind ;  for  though  my 
heart  pleaded  in  your  behalf,  yet  appearances 
were  against  you." 

"They  were  indeed,  but,  as  you  now 
understand,  I  was  myself  a  victim." 
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"  Yes,  yes,  tlirough  wliat  you  did  at 
La  Baudene ;  it  was  your  generous  kindness 
to  me  wliich  was  the  beginning  of  your 
troubles." 

'^  Say  not  so,  dear  Ardoine.  But  how 
you  tremble.  Is  it  because  you  see  me 
still  wearing  the  uniform  of  Savoy  ?  " 

"  It  was  not  because  of  that,  for  your 
acts  have  proved  the  sincerity  of  your 
heart,  but  I  could  not  help  trembling  when 
I  remembered  that  you  were  a  member  of 
the  Church  of  Rome,  which  has  wreaked 

her  cruel .     And  yet  I  owe  you  a  great 

debt  of  gratitude." 

"Dear  Ardoine,  speak  not  thus;  believe 
me  a  change  has  taken  place  within  me. 
Cannot  you  trust  me  when  you  look  at  the 
past,  and  read  its  misconceptions  ?  Though 
there  is  one  point  which  I  cannot  solve, 
how  Malvicino  should  have  become  acquain- 
ted with  our  plan,  and  have  attempted  to 
capture  you." 

"It     is     strange,"     replied     Ardoine, 
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thoughtfully ;  ''I  am  sure  I  saw  your  sword 
before  I  ventured  forth.  It  was  he  who 
cast  me  on  the  terrible  Gehenna,  and  it  was 
your  entrance  which  saved  me  from  actual 
torture." 

*'  Can  you  remember  at  all  what  your 
feelings  were  as  you  lay  on  the  rack?" 

"I  felt,"  answered  Ardoine  solemnly, 
''  the  presence  of  God  in  a  way  I  never  felt 
before.  Heaven  was  open  to  me,  my  Sa- 
viour waiting  to  receive  me,  and  his  love 
filled  my  soul.  I  felt  that  peace  of  God 
which  passeth  understanding,  and  was 
able  to  commune  with  my  Saviour.  My 
heart  did  tremble  at  times,  but  the  Lord 
.strengthened  my  faith,  and  it  failed  not." 

"  Could  you — did  you  think  of  me  at  all 
then?"  asked  Echard,  in  a  voice  almost  in- 
audible from  emotion. 

''I  could  not  help  it,"  artlessly  replied 
the  young  girl. 

''  Nor  did  I  forget  you  in  my  dungeon; 
my  last  thought  would  have  been  God's, 
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mj  last  but  one  yours.  Oli  I  Ardoine,  let 
me  hear  truth  from  your  lips,  repeat  to  me 
once  more  the  sweet  assurance  of  your  love, 
which  is  like  a  solitary  star  in  an  otherwise 
clouded  heaven." 

"  Nay,  Echard,  I  have  not  been  brought 
up  in  courts  and  cities,  I  am  but  a  moun- 
tain girl ;  but  it  is  not  for  me  to  be  so  ready 
with  professions  of  love." 

"  Pardon  my  boldness,  yet  I  feel  that  an 
hour  of  such  experiences  as  we  have  had 
must  make  our  hearts  understand  each  other 
better  than  ten  years  of  formal  knowledge. 
There  is  nothing  I  value  on  earth  without 
3' our  love  ;  may  I  cherish  the  hope  that  we 
may  become  one  in  faith  and  in  love?" 

' '  You  m  ay  hope, ' '  replied  Ardoine  blush- 
ing. "But  Echard,  Echard,"  added  she, 
hastily  checking  herself,  "  Oh  tell  me  if 
you  are  still  a  Roman  Catholic  ?  Deal 
candidly  with  me.  Did  I  not  hear  some- 
thing from  you  as  I  lay  on  the  rack,  Avhich 
cheered  my  heart  r" 
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'^  Ardoine,  ever  since  I  saw  you  first,  my 
convictions  of  the  truth,  of  your  creed  have 
been  deepening.  It  pleased  God  to  give 
me  light  even  in  my  dungeon,  for  I  found 
written  on  the  wall,  '  The  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ  cleanseth  from  all  sin.'  This  helped 
to  confirm  what  I  had  heard  from  you 
before." 

''  Oh  !  it  is  a  beautiful  text,"  interrupted 
Ardoine.  ''Ah!"  continued  she,  with  a 
sigh,  ''  I  remember  when  dear  grandfather 
preached  on  it.  It  was  one  of  the  last  ser- 
mons he  was  able  to  preach.  I  was  a  little 
child,  and  he  kissed  me  so  sweetly  when 
he  came  home  because  I  recollected  the 
text,  and  could  repeat  it  by  heart." 

''I  remember  you  quoted  this,"  rejoined 
Echard,  ''when  I  met  you  at  La  Baudene. 
Those  simple  words  remained  graven  on 
my  heart,  and  echoed  in  my  ears  when  I 
was  taken  into  the  dungeon,  as  I  thought, 
for  torture  or  death." 

"Alas  !  do  not  talk  of  that  scene,"  ex- 
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claimed  Ardoine,  sliuddering,  "it  is  like  a 
dreadful  vision,  wMcli  crushes  my  heart." 

''  Oil!  how  agonized  I  was  to  see  you," 
continued  E  chard ;  "  my  worst  fears  were 
reahzed,  and  you  must  have  been  over- 
whelmed with  astonishment  at  hearing  my 
voice." 

"  It  sounded  in  my  ears  at  first  like 
a  death-knell,  but  it  explained  so  much; 
I  saw  that  yon  were  not  my  betrayer, 
and  I  heard  that  you  were  not  the  Mar- 
quis's son." 

''0  Father  of  heaven!"  exclaimed 
E chard,  "what  mystery  hangs  over  me? 
I  saw  some  one  in  prison  whom  I  loved, 
something  hke  you,  mth  pensive  lustrous 
eyes,  but  dressed  in  black." 

"  That  must  have  been  my  dear  Aunt 
Martha.      Oh  !  where  is  she  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  where  she  is,  but  I  re- 
leased her  at  the  risk  of  my  life ;  so  you  may 
judge  whether  my  heart  is  true  to  your 
cause  or  not." 
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''God  bless  you!"  whispered  Ardoine, 
involuntarily  pressing  his  arm  to  her  side. 

*'  The  scenes  of  that  room  still  haunt 
me,  and  it  would  chill  your  blood  did  I  tell 
you  what  I  saw.  But  we  have  reached 
the  crest  of  this  ridge.  This  seems  to  be 
a  safe  place,  and  there  is  this  great  frag- 
ment of  rock  which  will  shelter  us.  There 
is  La  Tour  and  the  Convent,  from  which 
we  have  escaped.  Can  you  not  see  its  tower, 
and  the  smoke  rising  from  its  chimneys?" 

"  E  chard !"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  bursting 
into  tears,  "  my  heart  breaks.  Oh  where  is 
my  home,  my  home,  where  I  was  brought 
up,  and  where  we  all  lived  so  happily  to- 
gether? Where  are  they  all  now?  — 
some  have  been  killed.  Alas  !  why  do  I 
survive  ?" 

''  I  must  turn  comforter,  Ardoine,  and 
bid  you  confide  in  God.  Look,  the  sun  is 
just  rising,  to  bless  the  human  race ;  but 
let  us  remember  that  there  is  a  heaven 
above  us    where  Christ  reigns,   who    suf- 
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fered  greater  things  tlian  these  for  our 
sakes." 

''  0  my  mother,  yom-  grave  is  there! 
I  am  looking  afar  off  at  the  spot  where 
you  lie,  buried  in  the  ruins  of  our  beloved 
home ;    0  my  God,  I  am  an  orphan  !" 

"Ardoine,  I  am  with  you — my  heart  is 
yours.  There  let  me  clasp  your  hand,  as 
we  kneel  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  let  us 
thank  God  for  his  past  help,  and  pray 
Him,  for  Christ's  sake,  to  be  with  us  for 
the  future.'* 


vor,.  111. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

THE  TWENTY-FOURTH  OF  APRIL,  1655- 

It  is  tlie  morniiig  of  Saturday,  Easter  Eve, 
tlie  24tli  of  April,  1655.  The  sun  is  rising 
upon  Italy.  Its  briglit  beams  slioot  through 
the  filmy  mist,  which  hangs  like  a  coronet 
on  the  small  conical  hill  of  Cavour,  that 
solitary  redoubt  erected  by  nature  for 
the  protection  of  the  valley  of  Lucerna. 
The  snowy  Alps  seem  whiter  than  before, 
in  the  fresh  transparency  of  the  dewy 
morning,  and  lead  our  thoughts  back  to 
the  time,  when  first  the  new-made  light 
glistened  on  the  snows  of  earth.  Peak  after 
peak  is  lit  up  by  the  advancing  streaks ; 
the   grey  shadows    have  become   suffused 
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with  a  silvery  tinge,  tlien  anon  tlie  colours 
deepen  into  tlie  roseate  tint,  as  if  Nature's 
cliastity  blushed  to  be  revealed  by  day  light; 
then  again  a  vast  mantle  of  crimson  is 
flung  on  granite  or  on  snow,  changing  from 
hue  to  hue ;  now  mellowed  in  softest  purple, 
now  brightened  with  amber  light,  now 
wreathing  the  snowy  crests  with  flames  of 
fire.  The  crags  of  Castelluzzo  have  lost 
their  rugfo^edness  in  the  maoic  mellowino- 
of  the  morning  light,  and  detached  frag- 
ments of  fleecy  mist  hover  thereon,  feebly 
urged  on  by  an  unseen  breath,  which  gently 
sways  the  forest  of  firs,  and  adds  motion 
to  the  otherwise  still  landscape. 

It  is  the  spring — the  spring  of  Italy ! 
The  resurrection  of  nature  is  taking  place, 
when  God  renews  the  face  of  the  earth. 
The  vine  is  bursting;  it  will  soon  clothe  its 
poplars,  and  weave  together  its  arching 
festoons,  under  which  the  blithe  husband- 
man will  reap  his  harvest.  The  harebell 
di^oops    steeped   with   the  dews  of  night, 
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each  blade  of  grass  twinkles  witli  its  own 
prismatic  drop,  and  is  fresliened  by  the  in- 
visible showers  of  paradise;  for  the  dew,  like 
novelty,  gives  charm  and  freshness  to  what 
was  beautiful  before.  In  that  crisp  morning 
air,  as  Nature  is  unswathing  her  winter  cere- 
ments, as  the  breeze  floats  by  us  laden  with 
the  memories  of  Eden,  we  feel  that  exist- 
ence is  a  pleasure  as  well  as  a  probation. 

What  loveliness  inlays  the  scene !  In 
her  dullest  moods  Nature  is  wonderful;  how 
much  more  when  she  displays  herself,  in 
her  queenly  purity,  exulting  in  her  birth- 
right of  beauty,  liberty  and  peace.  She  is 
an  eternal  poem,  a  silent  tributary  hymn 
of  praise  to  the  Invisible,  who  made  man  her 
interpreter  and  priest  to  vocalise  her  hom- 
age, and  send  it  throbbing  with  love  to  the 
throne  of  heaven.  "What  suggestions  has 
such  a  scene  for  a  soul  versed  in  commun- 
ings with  nature  and  with  God  !  And  yet 
the  appearance  of  the  outer  world  varies 
as   our   state  of  soul,  for  the  mind  loves 
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to  see  its  own  image  externally,  by  its  in- 
herent desire  to  reproduce  itself. 

IsTature,  I  love  thee !  I  can  feel  the 
romance  both  of  history  and  nature,  for 
they  embalm  each  other.  The  history  of 
man  stirs  my  soul  to  wonder,  yet  it  crushes 
me  with  doubt  and  fear,  but  thou  art  a  link 
of  wonder  and  of  peace,  of  mystery  and  joy. 
I  love  th}^  free  glens,  thy  pure  snows,  thy 
crashing  rocks,  thy  dreary  caverns,  thy 
embattled  icefields.  Hail  ^dcegerent  of 
heaven !  simple  in  thy  modesty,  sublime 
in  thy  royalty.  AYlien  I  behold  thee  my 
heart  heaves,  and  I  rise  above  the  scene ; 
then  the  soft  protest  of  the  tinkling  bell 
recals  my  soul  to  earth,  swayed  with  thy 
lofty  inspirations.  Nature  !  I  joy  in  thee, 
for  through  thee  I  commune  with  eternity, 
with  worlds  unseen,  and  with  God  Himself! 

There  is  life !  the  chirp  of  the  grass- 
hopper, the  lonely  cadence  of  the  nightin- 
gale in  the  grove  upon  the  slopes  beneath, 
the    music    of    the   sheep-bell,   the    faint 
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thunders  of  tlie  stern  torrent  from  yon 
black  ravine,  are  sufficient  to  announce  that 
Nature's  repose  is  one  of  beaut j  and 
strength  and  not  of  death.  The  cattle 
are  lowing  on  the  upland  hill,  the  stroke  of 
the  woodman's  axe  rings  in  Angrogna's 
glen,  the  flocks  issue  from  the  rude  fence 
which  surromids  the  cMlet,  the  buoyant 
shepherdess  carols  her  fitful  song  braced 
by  the  elastic  air.  In  her  silence  Kature 
speaks  of  peace ;  in  her  distant  sounds  from 
the  plains  beneath,  of  industry ;  in  her  sun- 
shine, of  heaven,  and  of  the  life  thereof, 
which  is  love. 

And  if  Nature,  with  her  mute  elo- 
quence, spake  of  peace  and  love,  so  did  the 
ritual  of  that  Church  which  overspread  the 
greater  part  of  Europe.  But  the  day  before 
ten  thousand  churches  in  sunny  Italy  had 
pealed  with  the  most  subhme  strains  in 
memory  of  Messiah's  death,  the  most  unex- 
ampled act  of  love  of  which  the  archangel 
in  his  wanderings  through  space  has  ever 


THE  TWEXTY-FOUETH  OF  APRIL,  1655.         23 

heard.      But  yesterday  millions   went  to 
Christian  temples  to  hear  the  most  affect- 
ing recital  extant  in  the  world,  and  to  me- 
ditate on  the  wondrous  death- speeches  of 
that   adorable  Saviour.     Cardinals,    arch- 
bishops,   bishops,    abbots,    friars,    monks, 
priests,  had  chanted  the  gospel  written  by 
the  beloved  disciple,  the  apostle  of  love. 
They  had   assembled  to    contemplate  the 
Son  of  God  agonizing  for  their  soul's  salva- 
tion, and  for  the  redemption  of  the  world. 
No   hostile  expression  could  they   find  in 
those  guileless  lips ;   never  could  they  cite 
the  occasion  when  those  pierced  hands  had 
grasped   the  sword  to  secure  a  follower; 
never  could  they  detect  a  trace  of  persecu- 
tion in  the  teaching  of  Him  who  came  to 
overthrow  the  religious  systems  of  the  world. 
At  this  very  moment,  the  Founder  of 
this  subhme  religion,  was,  in  the  memory 
and  meditation  of  the  Church,  lying  in  his 
tomb  for   the  fall  accompUshment   of  his 
work.     On  the  morrow  that  Chm^ch  would 
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be  called  to  triumpliant  joy  because  tliat 
bruised  form  liad  rent  in  twain  tlie  grave, 
and  come  forth  as  God,  to  extend  liis  em- 
pire of  love,  and  to  win  sons  and  daughters 
by  tlie  memories  of  his  cross.  On  the 
morrow  would  the  recognized  temporal  and 
spiritual  Head  of  tliis  mighty  section  of 
Christians  stand  in  the  balcony  of  a  southern 
temple,  and,  stretching  out  the  hands  of  a 
Christian  Bishop  towards  heaven,  cast  the 
blessing  of  an  old  man  on  the  human  race. 

On  the  morrow  w^ould  the  guns  of  St. 
Angelo  ring  out  the  fact  that  Christ's  Yicar 
had  blessed  the  people,  that  is,  we  presume, 
breathed  again  the  words  of  his  Master,  and 
whispered  love  to  friend  and  foe. 

Such  were  the  associations  and  memo- 
ries which  clustered  round  that  Saturday, 
the  24tli  of  April ;  such  was  the  mute 
attitude  of  nature,  in  her  maidenly  beauty, 
expostulating  with  the  wicked,  supplicating 
for  the  good,  and  turning  the  eyes  and  hearts 
of  all  upwards  to  the  throne  of  God. 


CHAPTER  lY. 


THE    SIGXAL. 


EcHAED  turned  his  eyes  on  to  tlie  valley  as 
lie  supported  tlie  fainting  Ardoine,  and  be- 
held the  mountains  and  the  plains  of  Italy 
with  imrestrained  transport,  heightened  by 
the  remembrance  of  the  grim  dungeon  walls. 
The  Pehce  seemed  reduced  to  a  thread  of  light, 
now  for  a  time  echpsed  behind  the  buildings 
of  La  Tour,  then  gradually  merged  into  the 
dim  distance  until  its  union  with  the  Po. 

The  convent  and  the  mission  house  could 
be  readily  discerned  among  the  buildings  of 
the  Waldensian  capital ;  while,  at  some 
distance  from  the  town,  the  turrets  of  the 
Marquis  ofAngrogna's  castle  were  bright 
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in  an  isolated  shaft  of  morning  sunshine. 
Beyond  San  Giovanni,  Fenil,  Bubiano, 
Briclierasco,  and  many  other  hamlets  like 
white  gleaming  specks  studded  the  horizon. 
On  the  left  side  the  hills  of  Angrogna  rose 
dotted  with  cottages  and  farms,  and  at  con- 
siderable intervals  with  the  campaniles  of  the 
Waldensian  temples  just  distinguishable 
amid  the  clustering  trees.  On  the  right, 
range  piled  behind  range,  towered  the  giant 
Alps,  forming,  with  their  lateral  valleys,  the 
south  side  of  the  valley  of  Lucerna. 

"Look,  look,"  suddenly  exclaimed 
E chard,  shading  his  eyes  with  his  left  hand, 
and  pointing  eagerly  in  the  direction  of  La 
Tour ;  "  it  goes  up.  Lord  of  heaven  !  is  it 
possible?" 

"  What  is  it  that  you  mean  ?"  rejoined 
Ardoine,  terrified  by  his  tone  of  horror;  "  I 
see  nothing." 

"  I  see  it !  I  see  it !  Merciful  Heaven,  is 
it  then  about  to  come  to  pass  ?  Blot  out 
my  unwilling  share  in  this  design  of  hell." 
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"Oil!  explain,  explain  yourself,"  ex- 
claimed his  agitated  companion,  as  slie 
clasped  Ms  arm  ^tli  both  her  hands. 

"  There,  look  I — do  you  not  see  the 
Convent  of  La  Tour,  from  which  we  have 
escaped?  " 

"Yes,  I  see  it,"  whispered  Ai^doine, 
tremblino;  from  head  to  foot,  "  and  I  see 
what  looks  like  something  black  moving 
up  and  down." 

"  Alas  !  vou  know  not  its  meaning.  It 
was  not  there  a  minute  ago.  It  has  just 
been  hoisted  up.  Hark,  there  is  the  distant 
sound  of  the  convent  beh ;  it  is  four  o'clock ; 
the  hour  upon  which  the  Council  of  the 
Propaganda  determined  for  their  crusade. 
I  shudder  when  I  remember  thefr  delibera- 
tions, which  I  heard,  but  against  which 
my  feelings  revolted.  I  thank  God  I  have 
taken  no  part  in  them.  And  now  that  I 
have  gained  more  knowledge,  I  would 
rather  cast  in  my  lot  with  the  persecuted 
than  the  persecutors.     Look !  the  flag  goes 
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down ;  if  I  mistake  not,  you  will  see  it 
again  in  a  moment." 

The  black  flag  disappeared  three  times, 
and  then  remained  on  the  highest  point 
floating  in  the  breeze. 

"  They  have  lowered  it  three  times  in 
the  name  of  the  Holy  Trinity,"  continued 
Echard  ;  ''  such  blasphemy  is  akin  to  such 
cruelty.     Ardoine,  that  flag  is  the  signal." 

''The  signal  of  what?" 

"  Of  what  I  warned  you ;  of  a  massacre 
which  I  fear  will  deluge  your  valleys  with 
blood.  It  is  Saturday,  Easter  Eve,  the 
24th  of  April.  It  is  four  in  the  morning. 
Did  I  not  hint  to  you  my  suspicions  when 
I  met  you  at  La  Baudene  ?  Thank  God 
that  I  have  saved  you,  and  that  I  take  no 
part  in  these  wholesale  murders." 

''  0  my  Saviour  !  my  Saviour  !"  gasped 
Ardoine,  sinking  to  the  ground,  on  which 
she  would  have  fallen  had  not  Echard 
caught  her  in  his  arms.  Laying  her  care- 
fully on  the  grass,  he  bent  over  her  with 
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affection  and  alarm,  and  having  imloosed 
lier  kerchief,  brought  some  water  in  his 
hand  from  the  adjoining  stream,  which  he 
sprinkled  over  her  face. 

"Better  water  than  blood,"  murmured 
he,  as  he  looked  on  that  beautiful  face  on 
which  the  hue  of  death  seemed  imprinted. 
"  Strange,"  soliloquized  he,  ''that  after  my 
experiences  of  life  I  should  feel  so  drawn 
to  these  persecuted  people,  and  that  mj 
prospects  and  habits  of  thought  should  have 
undergone  so  great  a  change  in  so  short 
a  time.  I  think  she  is  recovering.  I  should 
feel  the  loss  of  her  more  than  that  of  posi- 
tion and  riches,  for  I  have  fomid  in  her 
affection  that  secret  companionship  for 
which  I  have  long  pined  in  vain." 

Gradually  recovering  her  senses,  Ardo- 
ine  looked  vacantly  around  her,  until  her 
eye  rested  on  E chard,  whose  presence 
brought  her  back  to  the  consciousness  of 
her  position. 

''Oh  !  Echard,  what  has  happened?  Did 
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I  hear  aright  what  you  said  ?  I  dreamed 
that  my  amits  were  killed.     Is  it  true  ?" 

"  Alas !  dear  Ardoine,  would  that  it 
were  a  dream  !  There  lean  on  me,  let  me 
fetch  you  some  water.  Your  eyes  seem  fixed. 
'Now  do  not  look  in  that  direction." 

"  There,"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  uncon- 
scious of  Echard's  entreaties,  "  there  is  the 
flag  quite  distinct  in  the  sunshine ;  I  see  it 
trembling  in  the  breeze.  What  Echard 
hinted  at  La  Baudene  is  true.  0  my  mother, 
would  that  one  grave  contained  u.s  both  !" 

'^  Ardoine,  Ardoine,  our  troubles  are  in- 
deed grievous,  but  we  may  be  thankful  that 
we  have  escaped  death  and  are  free.  T 
will  shield  you,  and  shed  my  last  drop  of 
blood  for  your  sake.  I  love  you,  and  will  do 
my  utmost  to  make  amends  for  the  terrific 
past." 

''Oh,  and  my  dear  aunts,  w^iere  are  you? 
My  little  Etienne,  Bertm,  Merle  and  Lena, 
what  may  happen  to  you  ?  All  cannot  escape ! 
Some  of  them  will  be  killed  !    Oh  agony  to 
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think  of  our  home  being  a  ruin,  and  our 
valleys  deluged  witli  our  blood! — ^What  is 
that  ? — I  think  I  hear  the  shots  of  an 
arquebus.  Echard,  Echard,  look  yonder 
across  the  valley — there — in  that  knot  of 
trees — I  see  figures — there  is  a  soldier; — 
look !  —  he  pursues  some  one  —  it  is  a 
woman — she  falls — ^her  child,  what  is  he 
doing  with  it  ?  he  has  flung  it  against  the 
rock.  0  God  !  I  see  the  two  bodies  on 
the  ground;"  and  she  buried  her  head  in 
her  hands,  while  a  cold  sweat  stood  on 
her  brow.  ''  0  beloved  aunts,  is  it  any  of 
you  ?  Some  of  our  friends  took  refage  on 
the  side  of  Angrogna.  I  may  have  beheld 
the  massacre  of  some  of  yom^  little  ones." 

"  0  Godl"  exclaimed  Echard,  "  is  there 
a  heaven  above  to  make  amends  for  this? 
Dost  Thou  behold  the  earth,  or  hast  Thou 
forsaken  thy  people  ?" 

"  Reproach  not  the  Lord,"  interrupted 
Ardoine,  looking  up  to  heaven,  "  the  cup 
is  bitter  to  us  when  we  diink  it,  but  there 
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is  a  Father  and  a  Judge  above  us.  We  have 
read  of  these  things  before  in  the  cold  pages 
of  history,  but  the  reahty  is  a  terrible 
agony." 

'^  Can  these  be  the  deeds  of  a  true 
church?"  continued Echard  to  himself.  ''Did 
our  Saviour  die,  as  it  were  yesterday,  for  the 
sins  of  the  human  race  ?  Did  God  so  love  us 
that  He  spared  not  his  own  Son?  "Was  this 
blessed  Son  crucified  to  save  our  souls,  and 
dare  we  proselytize  for  Him  by  the  sword, 
the  rack,  and  the  assassin's  dagger  ?  My 
conscience  abhors  the  idea.  Church  of  Eome, 
as  I  look  down  upon  this  valley  of  slaugh- 
ter, of  fire  and  blood,  I  forswear  thy  creed ; 
for  thou  art  the  Church,  not  of  Christ,  but 
of  fallen  human  nature.  I  abjure  thy  altars, 
and  Avill  cast  in  my  lot  with  those  thou 
persecutest.  Ardoine,  I  am  one  with  you 
in  creed ;  I  belong  to  the  Church  of  your 
fathers." 

"  Thank  God  for  this  ray  of  consolation, 
even   in   this  sad   hour,"  replied  Ardoine. 
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**  But  wtat  do  I  see  there,  over  tHere,  on 
tlie  opposite  side  of  tlie  valley,  in  the 
path  just  skirting  the  forest  of  pines  ?" 

Echard  was  unwilling  to  add  to  the 
pangs  of  his  companion,  and  for  some  time 
returned  no  answer. 

**  Look,  dear  Echard,  they  appear  to  me 
to  be  like  soldiers.  I  see  the  moving  flashes 
of  light.  It  is  the  sun  glancing  off  their  hel- 
mets. They  are  going  up  the  path  to  Kora. 
0  heavenly  Father!  perhaps  they  are  a  band 
of  the  Duke's  soldiers  sent  to  destroy  Eora, 
and  many  members  of  my  family  are  there. 
Are  we  all  to  be  cut  off  in  one  day?" 

'Tear  not,"  replied  Echard,  "there  is 
your  uncle  Janavel ;  and  you  know  what  a 
lion-hearted  man  he  is." 

''But  he  has  only  a  handful  of  men, 
and  look  at  the  number  of  the  enemy. 
And  if  they  should  surprise  the  place. — 
Gracious  Heaven!  the  deeds  we  read  of  in 
history  as  having  been  done  in  Calabria  and 
Provence  might  be  repeated  there." 

VOL.  III.  B 


CHAPTER  Y. 

THE    VALLEY   OF    LUCEENA. 

Qiiante  delizie  e  quante,  o  bel  paese, 
Nel  tuo  grembo  profuse  il  ciel  cortese ! 

Qui  dolce  clima  io  sento  ed  aria  pura 
Non  da  esali  attoscata  d'  acque  infette. 
Veggo  piagge  smaltate  di  verdura ; 
E  sovi''  esse  aleg-g-iar  salubri  aurette ; 
Pure  linfe  spicciar  dai  verdi  colli, 
Facendo  1'  erbe  e  i  campi  frescbi  e  molli ; 

E  il  Pelice  fra  i  rivi  alzando  il  corno, 
Ir  con  pie  torto  fra  i  lapilli  al  piano  ; 
E  nutrir  sulle  lame  a  se  d'  intorno 
II  noce,  il  pioppo,  il  salice,  1'  ontano. 
Veggo  di  vagbi  fior  pinte  le  sponde, 
Ed  i  pesci  guizzar  nelle  cMare  onde. 

La  di  castagni  stendersi  una  cbina, 
E  giu  ne'  campi  biondeggiar  la  spica ; 
Miro  cola  sul  tergo  alia  collina 
Poggiar  la  vite  al  pesco  e  al  prugno  arnica ; 
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Qua  spalliere  di  rose  e  di  gesinini, 
Siepi  di  crespi  bossi  e  d'  albospini. 

Come  bella  corona  le  montagne 
Ergono  al  cielo  le  sublimi  creste, 
E  fan  scliermo  alle  ville  e  alle  campagne 
Dair  infuriar  di  venti  e  di  tempeste, 
Qui  nella  valle,  come  in  loro  sede 
Hegnan  la  pace,  1"  amista,  la  fede. 

Qnante  delizie  e  quante,  o  bel  paese, 
Nel  tiio  grembo  profuse  il  ciel  cortese  ! 

GIOYANXI   XICOLiyi,    LA    TORRE,  MAGGIO,  1863. 

The  Iiour  had  come,  fraught  Tvith  ruin, 
misery,  and  bloodshed;  but  nature  knew  it 
not.  The  sun  had  risen  upon  Zoar,  but 
a  few  moments  before  the  storm  of  God's 
wrath  turned  the  summer  lake  into  the 
Dead  Sea  ;  and  so  the  lavish  sunshine  glows 
on  the  doomed  valley  of  Lucerna,  and  on 
the  convent  of  La  Tour,  on  the  eve  of  the 
'^  Piedmontese  Easter." 

"It  was  from  the  steeple  of  a  Catholic 
Church  (St.  German!  I'Auxerrois)  that  the 
signal  for  the  massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew 
was  given ;  it  was  from  the  minsters  of  the 
Cathedral    of   Palermo    that    the    Sicilian 
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Vespers  sounded;  it  was  from  an  edifice 
whicli  bore  the  name  of  the  Virgin  Mary, 
that  the  signal  was  given  for  the  bloody 
annihilation  of  the  Church  of  the  Valleys. 
0  holy  Mother  of  Christ!  the  highly- 
favoured  Mary !  if  a  sword  was  to  pierce 
thy  soul,  was  it  not  by  means  of  that 
Church  which  pretending  to  honour  thee 
most,  calls  thee  Queen  of  angels,  yet  makes 
thee  Queen  of  demons  ?" — Mustoii,  vol.  i., 
part  ii.,  chap.  vii. 

The  flag  on  which  the  episcopal  hands 
had  rested  floats  in  the  breeze.  Its  emblems, 
the  cross,  the  sword,  the  olive-branch,  and 
its  appeal  to  the  Judge  of  all,  are  displayed 
in  the  sight  of  heaven  and  earth. 

The  sun  does  not  cease  its  shining,  but 
its  glittering  rays  fall  upon  that  ensign  of 
death,  even  as  upon  the  glancing  mountain 
dew.  This  is  the  signal.  The  signal ! 
For  what  ?  For  work  to  be  done  in  the 
name  of  the  Redeemer  of  the  human  race, 
who  purchased  bliss  for  man  at  the  price  of 
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Ms  cross  and  passion.     What !   Are  these 
shrieks  that  rend  the  air  the  accents  that 
will  be  acceptable  to  liis  ear  ?  Are  these 
mangled  bodies  his  offerings  ?  Is  this  human 
blood,   tinging  the  torrents,  the  sacrificial 
expiation   with   which  his  altars  must  be 
sprinkled  ?     Are  these  men,  with  cowl  and 
gown,  a  crucifix  in    one  hand,  a  sword   in 
the  other,  fury  and  hatred  in  their   eyes, 
are  these  his  Apostles  ?     Are  these  regi- 
ments  of  cavalry   his   last  -  commissioned 
servants  ?     Are  these  soldiers  reeling  half 
drunk  out  of  the  tavern,  bearing  various 
uniforms  and  devices,  are  these  his  band 
for  the  conversion  of  the  helpless  to  his 
faith  ?     Speak,  ye  heavens  and  earth  !  Be 
turned  into  blood  thyself,  0  sun  !  if  this  be 
so.     Speak,  ye  crags  from  which  the  old 
man  was  rudely  hurled ;  speak,  ye  granite, 
bespattered  ^\4th  the  brains  of  the  infant ; 
speak,   ye  mountain  gorges,    strewn   with 
the  fragments  of  human   limbs  ;  speak,    ye 
crystal   snows,   dyed  with  the  blood  of  the 
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pregnant  mother ;  speak,  ye  forests,  in 
wliicli  rotted  tlie  virgin,  sliot  down  like  the 
wolf!  0  JSTature,  if  thou  hast  a  voice, 
speak !  and  send  that  voice  to  the  throne 
of  the  Eternal ! 

0  earth,  earth,  earth  !  One  day  thou 
shalt  cry  out.  Thou  shalt  then  disclose 
thy  blood,  and  no  more  cover  thy  slain. 
The  crags  of  Angrogna  shall  cry  out  to 
God,  and  every  hidden  deed  of  blood  shall 
be  brought  to  light. 

The  stillness  of  the  early  morning 
has  been  broken.  The  echo,  which 
the  child  has  often  playfully  tested,  now 
rings  with  its  dying  wail.  The  screams 
of  death  and  the  brutal  oaths  of  foreign 
soldiers  are  heard  on  the  slopes  where 
the  shouts  of  joy  sounded  before.  The 
battle  cries  and  national  shouts  of  French, 
Bavarian,  Irish,  and  Piedmontese,  mingle 
in  the  fell  war  whoop  of  the  Church  of 
Rome. 

Ye  rugged  crags,  ye  are  tenderer  than 


THE    VALLEY   OF    LTJCERNA.  39 

man,  for  ye  are  a  part  of  nature,  and  nature 
bears  a  faint  impress  of  God. 

Ye  thoughtless,  beliold  Christ  in  the 
garden  of  Grethsemane,  sweating  great  drops 
of  blood  for  man's  redemption ;  behold  him 
speechless  before  his  tormentors,  his  face 
livid  and  marred ;  look  at  him  on  the  male- 
factor's cross,  and  hear  the  exclamation  of 
his  parched  lips,  ''Father,  forgive  them:" 
agaiQ  behold  these  martyred  mountaineers, 
defenceless,  courageous,  forgiving ;  sacri- 
ficing their  lives  before  they  will  resign 
their  simple  faith,  founded  on  the  Word 
of  God :  once  more  behold  the  regiments 
of  cavahy  and  infantry,  these  bands  of 
assassins,  these  escaped  from  prison,  these 
outlaws  and  bandits,  delugfino-  these  homes 
with  blood  in  the  name  of  the  God  of 
Heaven  and  of  the  Pope  of  Rome  :  study 
the  subtle,  passionate  monk,  a.nd  the  im- 
placable, perfidious  general :  review  these 
scenes  of  human  life,  and  then  form  your 
own  conclusions. 
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The  hours  roll  on.  A  thin  white  column 
of  smoke  rises  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
valley  of  Lucerna.  Gradually  the  column 
thickens,  and  assuming  a  sombre  shade, 
waxes  denser  and  blacker.  It  hangs  like  a 
cloud  above  those  trees,  and  stands  out  in 
its  dusky,  wavy  outline,  fringed  by  the 
bright  sunshine  of  Easter  Eve.  The  burn- 
ing of  that  hamlet  attests  the  massacre  of 
its  inhabitants.  This  scene  is  not  solitary, 
for  as  the  day  advances  the  area  of  ecclesi- 
astical havoc  and  victory  becomes  widened. 

Look  down  the  valley  of  Lucerna  ;  what 
means  yon  floating  mist  of  smoke  beyond 
La  Tour,  which  like  a  funeral  pall  enshrouds 
the  spot  ?  Look  up  the  valley  westward, 
towards  Yillar.  Alas  !  the  spots  of  desola- 
tion multiply  in  the  landscape.  The  hours 
roll  on  !  That  fair  valley  is  dotted  from  end 
to  end,  and  every  here  and  there  the  yellow 
gush  of  the  fire  leaps  forth  amid  the  trees, 
and  the  roof  of  the  house,  which  peeped 
above  as  a  friendlv  landmark,  is  blotted  from 
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sight,  as  it  sinks  to  tlie  ground  to  add  to 
tlie  cliarred  wreck.  The  valley  of  Lucerna 
has  gradually  become  overcast.  Those 
insular  patches  of  smoke  have  expanded; 
many  of  those  brooding  clouds  touch  each 
other;  at  last  hundreds  of  them  join  to- 
gether, forming  a  death-like  canopy,  casting 
a  dark  shadow  over  the  length  and  breadth 
of  that  vale,  intercepting  the  brightness  of 
the  sun,  and  relieved  only  by  the  tawny 
streak  of  the  consuming  flame  beneath. 

The  flag  of  death  waved  gently  in  the 
froward  breeze,  which  lightly  shook  the 
scented  petals  of  the  violet,  and  the  bright 
Italian  sun  poured  down  his  shimmering- 
light  upon  the  scene.  The  gloomy  pall 
was  edged  by  the  rays  which  came  from 
above,  though  unlike  the  frail  pure  mist 
of  morning  it  refused  to  be  dispersed. 
But  at  length  the  scene  changes.  Clouds 
settle  on  the  Alps,  a  driving  wind  comes 
rushing  down  the  valley  from  the  moun- 
tains, the  sky  becomes  overcast,   an  upper 
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layer  of  banked  clouds,  tlie  handiwork 
of  Nature,  rest  on  tlie  valleys.  Nature, 
that  vestal  intercessor,  would  fashion  a 
veil  to  hide  those  deeds  from  heaven ;  she 
would  mediate  between  man  and  God ;  she 
would  intercept  those  astonished  glances 
which  the  angels,  from  their  starry  heights, 
would  cast  on  those  scenes  of  torture, 
desolation,  and  death. 

The  valley  smokes  1  The  valley  lately 
fresh  with  sunshine  and  with  spring  ! 

Nor  is  this  the  only  spot  in  the  sunny 
south  which  the  charity  of  the  Vatican 
has  blackened  mth  ruin.  The  hills  of 
Calabria,  the  slopes  of  Leberon,  the  gorge 
of  the  Yal  Louise,  the  valley  of  Pragela,  the 
snows  of  the  Yalteline,  the  Marquisate  of 
Saluces,  the  plains  of  Languedoc  and  Pro- 
vence, the  mighty  desolate  tract  in  the 
Hautes  Cevennes,  measuring  nearly  forty 
leagues,  and  including  466  razed  villages, 
are  the  scenes  of  Rome's  prowess,  who,  in 
the  name  of  faith,  hope  and  love,  can  change 
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tlie  garden  of  Eden  into  tlie  blasted  and 
smoking  Sodom. 

And  time  would  fail  to  revert  to  Yalla- 
dolid,  Se^dlle,  Thorn,  Bohemia,  Nismes, 
the  jS'etherlands,  Ireland,  with  their  massa- 
cres in  gross  and  their  murders  in  detail. 
And  yet  the  Chm^ch  of  Eome  would  have 
us  believe  that  she  is  not  a  persecuting 
Church,  and  we  are  intolerant  because 
we  decipher  the  bloody  chi^onicles  of  the 
Western  Ashtaroth,  and  protest  in  the 
name  of  human  nature  ! 

Header,  look  at  the  Yalley  of  Lucerna 
on  April  24,  1655,  and  admit,  either  that 
there  is  no  Providence,  or  that  there  is 
a  judgment  to  come.  But  ten  thousand 
collateral  inductions  convince  us  that  the 
throne  of  the  Universe  is  not  vacant,  and 
that  there  is  a  God  ;  while  this  last  proof 
is  a  species  of  practical  appeal  to  our 
moral  sense,  which  makes  up  the  com- 
plement   of  the  arguments. 

As  the  ashes  of  Gomorrah  testify  to  a 
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present  judgment,  so  let  the  smoke  of  Ln- 
cerna  demonstrate  tliat  wliicli  is  to  come. 

Widowed  Church,  thou  art  in  the  dust, 
and  sackcloth  is  thy  covering;  but  fear  not, 
fill  up  thy  martyr  roll,  and  thou  shall  here- 
after be  a  crown  of  Glory  in  the  hand  of 
thy  God ! 

Oh,  look  at  Nature,  fresh  from  the  hand 
of  God,  in  all  her  beauty  and  chastity.  The 
breath  of  the  Lord  lingers  upon  her,  and 
He  pronounces  her  "  very  good."  The  new- 
made  man  walked  erect,  and  passed  by  the 
sacramental  tree  in  conscious  innocence. 
His  heart,  like  the  blue  wave  of  Galilee,  in 
which  the  overhanging  stars  are  graven, 
reflected  his  God.  Leap  over  centuries, 
and  contrast  the  ruins.  If  the  dark  places 
of  the  earth  became  vocal,  would  not  the 
cry  reach  unto  the  heavens  ?  Her  soil  is  red 
with  her  children's  blood.  She  groaneth 
and  travaileth  in  pain  until  now.  These 
gorges  have  dripped  with  the  blood  of  their 
children,  yon  meadows  have  been  enriched 
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by  tlie  bodies  of  their  cultiyators,  tbe  sil- 
very torrent  bas  become  gory  ere  it  joins 
the  river  in  the  plain  beneath.  Look  at 
Eden  and  Adam  whilst  the  tree  of  know- 
ledge of  good  and  evil  was  untouched. 
Look  at  the  valleys  of  the  Alps  on  Easter 
Saturday,  1655,  when  Adam's  children, 
infuriated  by  religion,  (strange  paradox !) 
have  sunk  lower  than  the  beasts  that  perish. 
Long  did  E chard  and  Ardoine  stand 
upon  the  crag,  but  at  length  they  re- 
treated under  the  projecting  buttress  of 
rock,  which  afforded  a  hiding-place  and 
commanded  a  view  of  the  valley  beneath. 
They  are  above  the  sea  of  clouds  which 
gird  the  base  of  the  mountain ;  and  look 
downwards  on  the  rolling  mist  which  has 
hidden  the  Convent  of  La  Tour  and  Ardo- 
ine's  home  of  childhood.  The  dim  echoes  of 
ravage  and  murder  ascend  on  the  breeze, 
and  pierce  the  dense  covering  which  has 
blotted  out  the  details  of  misery  from  their 
view.     Let  them  clasp   each  other  in  the 
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sight  of  God  and  lieaven.     Let  tliem  look 
aloft,  and  let  those  tears  be  dried  in  the 
light  of  yon  burning  sun,  which  still  shines 
"gloriously  in   his   trackless   march,    above 
•the  gloom  of  the  clouds  and  smoke.     Let 
them  turn  from  earth  to  heaven.     Grod  is 
^there,  the  souls  of  many  of  their  late  friends 
and  relatives  are  there,  standing  before  the 
throne  of  the  Lamb,  "with  palms  in  their 
hands,  and  songs  of  victory  in  their  mouths. 
Echard  strained  Ardoine  to  his  breast, 
and  wiping  away  her  tears  bade  her  trust 
in  God,  when  he   was  suddenly   startled, 
and    relaxed  his    grasp,    as     the    shouts 
''  Ammazzi^^    "  Ammazzi^'    were   borne    on 
the  upward  breeze.      The  report  of  mus- 
ketry   is    heard   on  the    mountain.       The 
murderers  may  have  tracked  them.     Again 
a  shrill  cry,  like  the  piercing  scream  of  a 
woman,  rises  from  the  valley,  several  hun- 
dred feet  beneath  them,   and   sounds   like 
the  funeral  wail  of  one  doomed  to  dishonour 
or  death. 
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"  Oh,  Ecliard!"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  "  as 
YOU  love  me,  help  my  poor  country-women. 
It  may  be  one  of  my  own  dear  relations." 

"  I  should  have  gone,  dearest  Ardoine, 
without  urging,  had  I  not  trembled  for 
your  safety.  How  can  I  leave  you  alone 
in  the  midst  of  such  danger  ?" 

*'Fear  not  for  me.  God  is  -with  me. 
Besides,  I  know  the  place ;  if  I  see  any  of 
the  soldiers,  I  will  flee  into  that  cavern, 
where  you  see  that  hole  ;  our  ancestors  fled 
there  in  old  days.  I  may  find  some  friend 
there.  But  E chard,  take  care,  the  rock  is 
rough  and  escarped ;  untie  your  scarf  and 
loop  it  on  to  the  trees,  and  so  you  can 
descend  safely.  Oh,  quick ;  I  hear  the 
screams  again.  It  is  a  woman.  My  ears 
deceive  me,  or  I  know  that  sound.  Quick, 
and  God  will  be  with  you  and  bring  you 
safely  back." 

E chard  needed  no  further  incentive,  but 
descending  rapidly,  was  soon  hidden  in  the 
underlying  sea  of  misty  clouds. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

A   CHAPTER   OF   HISTORY. 

"Not  as  a  Prince,  justly  stirred  up  by  the  rebellious  con- 
tumacy of  his  subjects,  and  provoked  by  their  petulant  and 
audacious  behaviour,  but,  like  a  loving  Father,  we  have  chastised 
them  more  mildly  than  they  deserved." — 'Extract  from  a  letter 
of  the  DuJce  of  Savot/,  to  Ms  Highness  the  Lord  Protector  of 
!England^  20th  July^  1655. 

"  From  the  liead  of  the  valley  downwards, 
in  villages  and  hamlets,  on  the  highways 
and  rocks,  the  Propaganda,  by  the  help  of 
the  bad  faith  which  its  Church  authorizes, 
had  now  introduced  its  soldiers,  or  posted 
its  assassins.  Accordingly  the  veil  was 
raised.  On  Saturday,  Easter  Eve,  (24th 
April,  1655)  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
the   signal  for  a  general  massacre  of  the 
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Yaudois  was  given  to  those  perfidious 
troops,  fi:'om  the  summit  of  the  castle  of 
La  Tour. 

"  The  soldiers,  apprised  beforehand,  had 
risen  early ;  they  were  fresh  and  active  ; 
they  had  slept  under  the  roofs  of  those 
whose  throats  they  were  to  cut.  Those 
whom  the  Vaudois  had  received,  lodged 
and  fed  with  such  confidence,  who  ought 
to  have  protected  them,  were  now,  at  the 
same  moment  throughout  the  whole  valley, 
and  with  the  same  fanaticism,  transformed 
into  base  assassins.  Eome  carries  ofi"  the 
palm  for  conversions  of  this  kind. 

"  And  now,  how  can  we  give  an  idea 
of  the  horrors  which  ensued  ?  It  would  be 
necessary  to  be  able,  with  one  glance,  to 
include  at  once  the  whole  country,  to  pene- 
trate into  all  apartments,  to  be  present  at 
all  executions,  to  distinguish,  in  this  vast 
voice  of  anguish  and  desolation,  each  par- 
ticular cry  of  a  heart  or  of  a  living  being 
torn  in  pieces.  '  Little  children,'  Leger  says, 
VOL.    III.  E 
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^  were  torn  from  the  arms  of  their  mothers, 
dashed  against  the  rocks,    and  cast  care- 
lessly away.     The  sick  or  the  aged,  both 
men  and  women,  were  either  burned  in  their 
houses,  or  hacked  in  pieces  ;  or  mutilated, 
half  murdered,  and  flayed  alive,  they  were 
exposed  in   a   dying    state  to  the  heat   of 
the    sun,  or   to    flames,    or    to   ferocious 
beasts ;     others   were  tied,  in   a   state    of 
nakedness,  into  the  form  of  balls,  the  head 
between  the   legs,  and  in  this   state  were 
rolled  down  the  precipices.     Some  of  them, 
torn  and  bruised  by  the  rocks  from  which 
they  had  rebounded,  remained  suspended 
from  some  projecting  rock,  or  the  branch  of 
some   tree,    and  still    groaned   forty-eight 
hours  afterwards.    Women  and  young  girls 
were  violated,  empaled,  set  up  naked  upon 
pikes  at  the  corners  of  the  roads,  buried 
alive,  roasted  upon  lances,  cut  in  pieces  by 
these  soldiers  of  the  faith,  as  by  cannibals  : 
then  after  the  massacre,  the  children  which 
had  survived  it,  and  were  found  wandering 


A   CHAPTER   OP   HISTOPtT.  51 

in  the  woods,  were  carried  away ;  or  childreii 
were  forcibly  taken  from  wliat  remained 
of  their  afflicted  family,  to  be  conveyed  into 
tlie  dwellings  of  these  butchers,  and  into 
the  monasteries,  hke  lambs  taken  to  the 
slaughter-house  ;  and  finally,  the  massacre 
and  the  removal  of  children  were  suc- 
ceeded by  conflagration,  the  monks,  the 
propagandists,  and  the  zealous  GatJioUcs 
running  from  house  to  house  with  resinous 
torches,  or  incendiary  projectiles,  and 
ravaging  in  the  midst  of  the  fires  these 
villages  now  filled  with  corpses.' 

''  Such  was  the  frightful,  unparalleled, 
unprecedented  scene  which  was  then  pre- 
sented in  these  regions  of  despair.  '  And 
let  it  not  be  said,'  adds  the  historian  Leger, 
'  that  I  exaggerate  things  upon  account  of 
the  persecutions  which  I  myself  personally 
have  endured ;  I  have  travelled  fi'om  one 
neighbourhood  to  another  to  collect  the 
authentic  testimonies  of  the  sur^dvors,  who 
deponed  what  things  they  had  seen  before 
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two  notaries  wlio  accompanied  me.  In  some 
places  fathers  liad  seen  their  children  torn 
through  the  midst  by  strength  of  men's 
arms,  or  cut  tln-ough  with  swords  ;  in  other 
places  mothers  had  seen  their  daughters 
forced  or  murdered  in  their  presence; 
daughters  had  witnessed  the  mutilation  of 
the  living  bodies  of  their  fathers  ;  brothers 
had  seen  the  mouths  of  their  brothers  filled 
with  powder,  to  wliich  the  persecutors  set 
fire,  making  the  head  fly  in  pieces ;  pregnant 
women  «         ^         ^         ^         ^         ^ 

What  shall  I  say  ?  0  my  God  !  the  pen 
falls  from  my  hands.  Dead  bodies  lay  scat- 
tered about  or  were  planted  upon  stakes ; 
portions  of  children,  torn  in  quarters,  had 
been  flung  in  the  middle  of  the  road ;  brains 
were  plastered  against  the  rocks ;  trunks  of 
human  bodies  were  to  be  seen  destitute  of 
arms  and  limbs,  or  bodies  half  flayed,  or 
with  the  eyes  torn  out  of  the  head,  or  the 
nails  torn  ofi*  the  toes ;  others  were  fastened 
to  trees  with  the  chest  opened,  and  without 
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heart  or  lungs;  here  might  be  seen  bodies  of 
women  still  more  horribly  mutilated  ;  there 
graves  scarcely  filled  up,  where  the  earth 
still  seemed  to  give  forth  the  groans  of  the 
unhappy  victims  who  had  been  buried  ahve ; 
everywhere  misery,  terror,  desolation  and 
death  !  These  are  the  things  which  I  can 
tell!' 

"  The  universal  destruction  of  the  Yau- 
dois'  houses  by  fire  followed  the  massacre 
of  their  inhabitants.  '  In  many  hamlets,' 
the  witness  of  the  martyrs  proceeds,  '  not 
one  single  cottage  remained  standing,  so 
that  the  beautiful  valley  of  Lucerna  there 
presented  only  the  aspect  of  a  burning 
fiirnace,  where  cries,  which  became  more 
and  more  unfrequent,  attested  that  a  people 
had  lived !' 

"  Leger  adds  after  this  a  long  series  of 
notarial  depositions,  giving  the  particulars 
of  martyrdoms  of  which  there  had  been  eye- 
witnesses ;  the  horrors  which  were  commit- 
ted in  the  face  of  the  sun,  the  names  of  the 
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victims,  and  tlie  vauntings  of  their  butcliers. 
I  sliall  not  copy  tlie  representations  of  these 
frightful  scenes.  "Why  should  we  stay  to 
contemplate  individual  martyrdoms,  when 
we  see  an  entire  people  suffer  martyrdom 
at  once ! 

"  All  these  noble  and  courageous  per- 
sons, thus  put  to  death,  might  have  saved 
their  lives  by  abjuring  their  religion;  and  the 
torments  inflicted  upon  many  of  them  were 
still  prolonged  in  prison  without  making 
them  yield.  Ten  years,  twenty  years  after- 
wards, there  were  still  in  the  galleys  of  the 
sovereign  galley-slaves  who  were  martyrs. 
In  the  dungeons  of  Yillefranche  and  of 
Turin  there  were  forgotten  victims  whose 
tortures,  firmness  and  joyful  death.  Heaven 
alone  could  know." — From  Dr.  Musfcon's 
Israel  of  the  Alps,  vol.  i.  part  ii.  chap.  vii. 
page  348.* 

*  For  verifications  and  details,  see  Morland,  Book  ii.  chap.  vi. 
Leger,  Part  ii.  chap.  ix.  page  108. 

Both  Morland  and  Leger  published  "  The  factum  of  the 
Court  of  Turin,"  or  the  official  account  of  the  massacres,  and 
refute  the  document  paragraph  by  paragraph. 


CHAPTER  YII. 

VILLALMIN   EOCHE. 

The  tragedies  of  Easter  Eve,  wluch  liad 
long  formed  tlie  subject  of  grave  delibera- 
tions, were  now  receiving  tlieir  full  accom- 
pliskment,  througli  the  united  efforts  of 
generals,  officers,  bishops,  abbots,  monks, 
soldiers,  and  outlaws.  The  Councils  of 
the  Vatican  and  the  devices  of  the  "  Con- 
silium de  Propaganda  Fide  et  extirpandis 
Hcereticis'^  were  now  being  wrought  into 
human  history. 

Rome  Papal !  shallow  copyist  of  Rome 
Pagan,  not  merely  ha^t  thou  imitated  the 
heathens,  in  the  ceremonies  attending  thy 
''Pontifex  Maximus,"   in  the  canonization 
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and  invocation  of  saints,  (where  Janus 
cedes  to  Peter,  Lucina  to  Margaret,  Mars 
to  George,)  in  thy  self-inflicted  lashings,  in 
thy  purgatory,  in  prayers  for  the  dead, 
in  thy  vestal  virgins,  candles,  processions, 
carnivals,  holy  water,  statues,  Agnus  Dei 
and  charms,  in  the  worship  of  images,  and 
many  other  such-like  things,  but  thou  hast 
servilely  copied  paganism  down  to  its 
bloody  rites.  The  times  have  changed,  but 
the  principles  and  deeds  have  not.  It 
is  not  Domitian  gloating  over  the  dying 
agonies  of  the  Kazarene  in  the  Flavian 
Amphitheatre;  we  are  surrounded  by  an 
amphitheatre  of  hills  on  which  the  Church 
of  Eome  has  loosed  her  Neros  for  the 
slaughter  of  Christians.  The  child  cowers 
under  the  juniper  bush  on  the  slopes  of  the 
Yandalin,  because  it  will  not  add  Ave 
Maria  to  the  name  of  Jesus,  and  the  ten- 
der babe  is  dashed  against  the  rocks  because 
its  mother  bows  not  to  a  cross  of  wood 
that  stands  upon  the  roadside. 
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It  was  past  midday  on  that  same  Satur- 
day, wlieii  two  or  tliree  soldiers  miglit  have 
been  seen  wandering  over  tlie  spur  of  the 
Yandalin,  between  Castelluzzo  and  La 
Serre,  as  if  in  pursuit  of  some  fugitives. 

"  Well,  Berru,"  said  Yillalmm,  ''we  have 
been  out  some  time  from  the  Convent,  and 
thouo^h  we've  done  some  of  the  Church's 
work,  yet  we  have  not  found  that  couple 
on  whose  heads  there's  that  good  price. 
That  cursed  Abbot  Malvicino  spoiled  my 
first  sleep  to  send  me  off  on  this  business,  to 
catch  that  apostate  officer,  and  some  girl 
whom  the  Marquis  wishes  to  convert.  He 
said  he  would  follow  us,  but  I  don't  see 
anything  of  him  either,  and  this  is  about 
the  place.  Ah  weU,  this  mountain  is  a 
change  for  you  after  your  prison,  and  I 
dare  say  you  rehsh  the  work." 

"  Cos]jetto,  I  do.  I  was  in  prison  not 
long  ago  on  the  charge  of  murder,  but 
thanks  to  the  Holy  Mother's  clemency,  she 
is  merciful.   I  have  earned  a  full  indulsfence 
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by  tMs  time,  so  that  tlie  lieretics  after  all 
are  useful  in  the  world." 

"  Dalli,  Dalli,  they  have  given  us  some 
sport,"  replied  Yillalmin ;  "  I  never  had  such 
a  day  before.  I  don't  think  this  barbarous 
Celt  has  ever  seen  the  like." 

"  Arrah,"  responded  O'Flanagan,  "  but 
this  is  child's  play  to  our  wark,  masthers.  We 
ought  to  be  handy  in  this  line,  for  we  killed 
seventjr  thousand  of  the  Sassenachs,  and 
made  the  gutters  in  Ould  Ireland  run  rid 
with  their  blood.  "We  did,  as  I'm  the 
lagal  King  of  Connaught." 

'' Gnaffe,^^  retorted  Berru,  "I  can't 
understand  his  jargon.  My  fellow  prison- 
ers will  enjoy  this  out.  They'll  earn  the 
Pope's  indulgence  and  no  mistake ;  but 
Villalmin,  by  the  filings  of  Peter's  chain, 
which  the  Pope  blessed  and  which  once 
cured  my  colic,  tell  me  what  you've  been 
doing  to-day." 

''  Oh,  it  would  want  one  of  our  poets  to 
write  what  I've  done.     I  met  one  old  wo- 


yiLLALMIX   EOCHE.  59 

man  in  tlie  valley  by  the  fountain  near  La 
Tour,  I  cut  oflf  lier  ears  and  her  nose,  and 
told  her  to  say  Ave  Maria ;  the  obstinate 
wretch  would'nt  do  it,  so  I  cut  off  a  finger 
at  each  refusal,  and  then  I  left  her  for  some 
other  of  our  mates  to  finish." 

"  Well,  good  luck  comes  by  cuffing.  Go 
on  with  yom^  diary.     What  next  ?" 

"  In  the  next  place,  I  had  this  morn- 
ing an  opportunity  which  I've  long  wanted 
of  trying  my  arquebus.  It's  a  new  one  ft*om 
Turin,  and  carries  a  large  ball.  I  saw  a 
Httle  girl  leading  a  boy,  and  I  let  them 
get  some  clear  seventy  yards,  and  then  I 
thought  I  would  see  what  my  piece  was 
worth,  so  I  aimed  at  the  girl.  By  the  Holy 
Father's  toe,  the  ball  went  through  her 
head  as  if  she  had  been  made  of  touch- wood. 
Then  the  Httle  fellow  began  screaming  and 
crying  out  for  his  grandfather  Rodolphe, 
and  for  his  sister  Ardoine  and  Eaynald, 
and  a  lot  of  names;  so  I  told  him  how 
sorry  I  was  some  one  had  killed  his  sister, 
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and  that  I  would  take  him  home.  He 
told  me  his  name  was  Valere,  and  that  he 
belonged  to  that  family  of  sixes.  Yon  heard 
speak  of  them  I  dare  say — six  sisters  spliced 
to  six  brothers.  Were  not  yon  there  in 
January  before  your  last  murder  ?  Well,  he 
said  he  was  one  of  them,  and  I  asked  him 
whether  he  would  like  to  go  home ;  so  I 
told  him  to  lie  down,  and,  as  I  had  not 
much  time,  I  cut  off  his  head  at  four  blows, 
and  left  it  hanging  on  a  tree  for  any  of 
his  friends  to  fix  on  again." 

"  Oosjpetto !  what  is  that  I  see  on  your 
hat,  Yillalmin  ?   It  looks  curious.'' 

"It's  an  emblem  or  two  I  stuck  on 
after  the  manner  of  some  of  our  forefathers 
that  I've  heard  tell  of,  some  of  the  little 
fellow's  fingers  by  way  of  ornament.  But 
talking  of  the  family  of  sixes ;  Pancalier 
stumbled  on  a  nest  of  the  same  lot  this 
morning.  There  were  some  of  them  in  the 
house  where  he  slept,  and  he  killed  some 
five  or  six  of  them ;  two  young  men,  three 
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young  women,  and   some   of  tlie  younger 

fry." 

"I  don't  think,"  rejoined  Berru,  'Hhat 
they  will  ever  meet,  and  make  up  six  times 
six  in  the  old  place  again." 

"  1^0 ;  but  they've  met,  I  reckon,  on  the 
other  side ;  heretics  like  them  I  suppose 
don't  stop  at  purgatory,  but  go  down  to  hell 
at  once." 

''  That's  too  good  for  them,  as  I've  heard 
Father  Eorengo  say.  They  broke  the  pmty 
of  the  Catholic  Church,  and  would  keep 
quoting  their  texts  instead  of  leaving  it  to 
the  priest." 

"  At  least  they've  been  of  some  use  here, 
comrade ;  they  have  given  us  a  pleasant  day's 
shooting,  and  varied  the  dull  routine  of  bar- 
rack life.  It's  not  aU  places  in  Europe  where 
one  could  get  the  sport  we've  had.  Look, 
comrade,  what  have  we  there  ?  There's  an 
old  fellow  something  like  a  regular  harbet, 
and  there's  a  woman  near  him,  all  dressed 
in  black.  Halloa  !  I  think  they  see  us — 
have  you  got  your  gun  ready  ?" 
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"Nay,  you're  wrong;  there  are  two 
women,  and  there's  no  harhet.^^ 

"  Dalli,  I  swear  I'm  right ;  I  see  two 
women  and  some  children,  but  there  was  a 
harhet.  They've  separated — he's  gone  to 
the  left.  He's  climbing  up  the  hill  there, 
just  reaching  the  patch  of  snow.  Accidente, 
lend  me  your  gun.  Confound  it — he's 
ducked.  The  ball  just  went  over  his  head — 
again  missed  him.  Quick,  or  he'll  have 
gained  the  summit,  and  will  give  me  the 
slip." 

"  There,  I'll  follow  him  up,"  exclaimed 
Berru,  running  after  Leger.  "  If  I  could  bag 
him  it  would  be  a  triumph,  and  I  should 
like  a  purse  made  of  the  skin  of  a  harbet. 
Yillalmin,  you  take  the  women  and  follow 
them,  you'll  find  some  one  to  help  you — 
there's  this  Irishman." 

"  All  right,  I'll  look  after  the  woman  in 
black ;  I'll  settle  her,  and  some  of  those 
who  are  with  her,  or  my  name  is  not  Yillal- 
min Roche.     I  have  done  my  share  to-day, 
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and  no  one  shall  say  they've  done  more  for 
the  Church  than  I  have.  My  indulgence 
has  been  well  earned.  Stay,  I  can  run 
better  without  my  arquebus,  which  catches 
in  the  branches.  Lie  there,  weapon,  and 
I'll  soon  send  the  balls  that  are  in  you 
into  some  one's  brain." 

E chard,  in  his  descent,  perceived  the 
movement,  and  waiting  until  the  man  had 
passed,  hastened  to  the  spot  and  seized  the 
piece.  There  was  a  large  projecting  piece 
of  rock  behind  which  he  stood.  The  voices 
of  the  pursued  and  pursuers  again  became 
audible,  as  if  they  were  approaching  the 
same  place.  The  fugitive  must  have 
doubled  on  her  assailants.  Doubtfal  what 
to  do,  he  trembled  in  the  interval  as  he 
thought  of  his  beloved  Ardoine,  for  the 
cruel  word  Ammazzi  again  sounded  shrilly 
in  his  ear,  as  when  he  was  standing  upon 
the  crag  above.  But  he  was  not  left  long 
in  suspense.  A  woman  with  streaming  hair 
and  dressed  in    mournino-   luuTied   along*. 
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He  recognized  lier  as  the  one  lie  had 
liberated  from  the  convent  of  La  Tour 
some  few  days  before.  At  all  hazards  he 
would  rescue  her  a  second  time. 

"  Soldiers,"  shouted  Echard,  who  had 
recognized  Villalmin  and  his  companion, 
"  halt !  your  ofl&cer  commands  you ;  for- 
bear to  hurt  that  woman,  she  is  my  spoil 
—Villalmin— halt!" 

E chard  hoped  that  the  sound  of  his 
name  would  arrest  the  soldier,  and  that 
the  sight  of  the  uniform  of  Savoy  would 
extort  obedience  from  one  who  was  proba^ 
bly  ignorant  of  the  peculiar  position  in 
which  he  was  placed  himself. 

The  pursuers  were,  however,  too  intent 
upon  their  victim  to  heed  the  command, 
even  if  they  had  heard  it.  The  fugitive 
screamed  with  terror,  and  E  chard  feared 
he  was  too  late  to  save  her  life ;  availing 
herself,  however,  of  a  bend  in  the  rock, 
she  doubled  on  her  pursuers  and  re- 
traced   her    steps,    by    which    manoeuvre 
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she   approached  the   place   where   E  chard 
stood. 

"Merciful  Sir  !"  exclaimed  the  fugitive, 
"  save  us  !  you  are  an  officer.  If  you  have 
any  honour,  have  pity  on  me.  Save  me  from 
these  outlaws." 

'"  Calm  yourself,  calm  yom^self,  my  good 
woman,"  replied  Echard.  "Quick!  creep 
behind  that  rock  and  do  not  speak." 

The  voices  of  the  pursuers  drew  nearer 
and  nearer. 

"  Animazzi,  Ammazzi,  Ammazzi,  where 
on  earth  has  the  she-barbet  got  to  ?  She 
was  here  a  minute  ago,  but  I  don't  see  her 
now.  She  faced  about  and  came  this  road. 
I  only  hope  we  can  get  her.  We  must 
make  up  for  having  killed  that  last  hag  too 
soon.     Fine  sport  this  sort  of  hunting." 

"Yes,  g-1-o-r-i-o-u-s  ;  but  draw  up,  man 
wind  a  little,  for  I'm  blown." 

"  Nay,  nay,  I'll  wind  none,  tiU  I  have 
clasped  my  dame.  If  we  don't  keep  well 
up  to  her  she'll  beat  us  among  these  trees. 

VOL.    III.  F 
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Oh !  I  see  lier  beliind  that  large  stone. 
Make  ready,  old  girl,  for  I'll  catch  you, 
and  divorce  my ." 

The  remaining  part  of  the  sentence 
dwelt  in  the  mind  of  the  speaker,  but 
found  no  utterance  from  his  lips.  A  shot 
from  behind  the  stone  pierced  his  brain, 
and  he  fell  down  in  the  middle  of  the  path, 
causing  his  companion  to  trip  over  him  in 
his  onward  course.  The  second  was  about 
to  rise  and  renevf  his  pursuit,  when  a 
young  man  sprang  forth  from  behind  the 
stone,  and  dealt  him  such  a  blow  with  the 
end  of  the  musket  as  caused  him  to  lie  in- 
sensible by  the  side  of  his  dead  companion. 

Thus  perished,  by  his  own  weapon, 
Yillalmin  Roche,  one  of  the  most  con- 
spicuous murderers  in  the  celebration  of 
the  "  Piedmontese  Easter." 


CHAPTER  YIII. 


THE    HOLY    EELICS. 


EcHAED  liastened  to  reassure  tlie  unfortu- 
nate Martlia,  wliom  lie  liacl  recognized  as 
one  of  tlie  six  sisters  and  a  relative  of  Ar- 
doine,  and  lie  anticipated  with  pleasure  tlie 
utterance  of  Ardoine's  gratitude  for  this  life 
preserved.  Martha  was  however  too  ex- 
hausted to  proceed,  and  as  the  voices  on 
the  hill  side  had  died  avfay,  E chard  returned 
for  a  moment  to  search  the  soldiers,  to 
recover  any  plunder  which  might  belong  to 
the  sufferers,  and  to  arm  himself  with  their 
weapons  in  his  own  defence.  On  looking 
at  the  countenance  of  the  man  who  lay 
stunned  upon  the  ground,  he  remembered 
that  he  was  the  soldier  whom  he  had  seen 
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in  January,  and  wlio  liad  conducted  him  to 
Marie's  cliamber. 

"Wretched  man,"  muttered  Ecliard  to 
himself,    ''  his   heart    must   have   changed 
under  these  scenes  of  blood,  and  yet  there 
is    a   good   expression   on    his  face.     The 
proverb  about  companions  is  true ;  at  any 
rate  he  has  got  a  severe  punishment,  and 
for  the  sake  of  what  he  did  before  I'll  not 
deal   hardly   with   him ;    but   no    doubt   I 
shall  find    somethino-    on    this   murderous 
Piedmontese."       Lifting      up    Yillalmin's 
stiffened  body  he  placed  it  on  the  ground 
with  the  face  upwards.     A  gleam  of  sun- 
shine flitted  over  the  dead  man's   counte- 
nance, and  glistened  on  his  military  trap- 
pings ;   his  eyes  were  glazed  in  death,  and 
the   expression  of   furious    passion   which 
had  been  surging  in  his  soul  at  the  fatal 
instant  was  stamped  upon  the  motionless 
features.       Proceeding    to     search     him, 
E chard  drew  forth   a   packet  sealed  in  a 
careful  manner  as  if  to  bespeak  its  impor- 
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tance,  several  pieces  of  parchnient  printed 
witli  large  red  cliaracters,  and  a  few 
trinkets,  together  with  a  silver  clasp,  the 
property  of  some  murdered  peasants.  Un- 
rolling a  parchment  he  read  as  follows  : — 

''Patientia  Dei  +  Filii:  Yirtus,  Spu^itus 
+  Sancti  per  intercessionem  Sanctissim^ 
Yirginis  Dei  Matris  +  Sancti  Francisci,  et 
Beatorum  Didaci,  et  Salvatoris,  liberet  te 
Dominus  ab  omni  febre,  peste,  et  improvisa 
morte.  Amen."  On  another  were  the  more 
mysterious  words  : — "  Facite  homines  dis- 
cumbere  ex  Cathedra,  Cassal  1648." 

Breaking  open  the  sealed  packet  Echard 
found  nothing  but  some  white  powder,  the 
meaning  of  which  he  could  not  miderstand 
until  he  deciphered  on  the  paper  the  almost 
illegible  words — "  II  latte  della  Madonna^ 
Continuing  his  search  in  the  pockets  of  the 
dead  man,  he  found  tlu-ee  or  four  pieces  of 
bones  wrapped  in  paper,  on  which  were 
various  inscriptions.     On  one  was  written, 
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"  Sancti  Justini,  Virg.  Martyr,'"  on  another 
^'Sandi  Anthonii  Ahhatis/'^Yhile  a  third  relic 
was  entitled  "  Del  Santo  Sepulchro.''  Eound 
the  neck  of  the  corpse  was  a  chain,  attached 
to  which  was  a  small  image  of  the  Yirgin. 
Searching  the  other  man,  E chard  found  a 
bone  bearing  the  mscription,  ^'Sancti  Lucii 
Eremito',"  the  same  white  powder  in  a  sepa- 
rate packet,  a  leaden  image  of  the  Yirgin 
with  two  or  three  crosses  ronnd  his  neck, 
and  a  paper  with  the  sentence  printed  in 
large  red  characters,  ''Pro  conversione 
Hcereticorum." 

''Alas!"  said  E chard  to  himself,  "do 
not  these  relics  savom^  more  of  magic  than 
of  Christianity  ?  Are  these  the  pretended 
amulets  with  which  you  have  been  fur- 
nished by  your  priests,  to  encourage  you 
in  the  work  of  blood  and  rapine,  and  to 
protect  you  against  these  heretical  bullets  ? 
God  of  Heaven,  such  deeds  cannot  be  ac- 
ceptable to  Thee  !  The  confessions  of  hearts 
wrung  with  agony  on  the  rack  might  suit 
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Molocli,  but  cannot  please  a  God  of  love!  and 
such  trivial  puerilities  as  these  charms  must 
be  ludicrous  to  a  man  who  dares  to  reason." 
"  Wretched  Yillalmm,  thy  red  letters 
have  not  saved  thee  from  '  Morte  impro- 
visa  '  in  the  most  awful  form  and  with  thine 
own  bullet.  Thy  body  is  cold  and  stark, 
and  thy  relics  are  reddened  by  thine  own 
blood.  I  must  parley  with  conscience  no 
longer,"  continued  Echard,  as  he  gathered 
up  the  spoils,  and  placed  them  in  his 
doublet.  ''  The  words  I  have  heard  from  Ar- 
doine  have  deepened  my  convictions.  Love 
of  her  may  have  disposed  me  to  listen 
more  readily,  but  Grod  forbid  that  I  should 
sacrifice  my  creed  to  the  mere  impulse  of 
the  heart.  And  yet,  my  beloved  Ardoine, 
truth  has  a  holy  emphasis  from  thy  lips, 
and  I  could  sit  unmoved,  amid  the  death- 
rage  of  battle,  to  listen  to  thy  voice :  thou 
hast  helped  me  onward,  and  I  bless  thee ; 
I  feel  an  instinctive  yearning  which  I  can- 
not define,  not  merely  to  thee,  but  to  thy 
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father's  faith.  Before  I  knew  tliee  my 
spirit  was  hollow.  I  despised  my  creed 
after  what  I  had  seen  at  Rome ;  I  was 
lapsing  into  dreary  unbelief;  bnt  thou  hast 
cast  the  substance  of  truth  before  my  soul. 
Oh  that  kind  Heaven  may  let  me  sit  at  thy 
feet  to  hear  thy  counsels ;  but  if  an  uncer- 
tain fate  divides  us,  my  heart  will  never 
be  a  traitor  to  these  holy  memories,  and 
our  spirits  shall  meet  in  that  bright  land 
above,  where  is  the  original  type  and 
model  of  thy  form,  and  face,  and  mind." 
Approaching  the  other  soldier,  E chard 
perceived  in  him  signs  of  returning  anima- 
tion, and  taking  out  of  the  man's  doublet  a 
flask  of  wine,  he  poured  some  into  his  mouth. 
''Holy  Patrick,  has  a  Sassenach  gob 
hold  of  me  ?  Arrah,  to  be  shure  an'  we 
did.  Where  am  I  ?  I'm  kilt — at  last. 
Ah  !  Michael  0' Flanagan,  you' re  dead.  Och, 
and  is  this  myself  at  all  ?  no,  it's  my  sperrit 
calling  to  my  body — I've  forgot  my  tailor- 
ing, to  which  I  was  once   put  printice  in 
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the  city  of  Cark,  that  loyal  city.  Ah  God 
and  the  blissed  Mother,  and  the  thrue 
Church  for  iver  !  Poor  body,  I  see  you 
lying  there, — you  don't  look  so  handsome 
as  I  always  thought  you,  but  I  often  guessed 
they  changed  me  in  the  cradhle.  Arrah,  and 
whose  this  doing  me  riyerince  ?  Och  !  when 
my  poor  mother  held  me  in  her  finger  and 
thumb,  and  clasping  me  to  her  breast 
dipped  me  into  the  Shannon.  I'm  kilt, 
and  I  fear  I'm  dead.  Oh  where' s  my  holy 
bone?  that  our  Holy  Father,  God  bliss  him, 
blissed.  Grind  the  bones,  they've  not  kept 
me  from  this  rap  on  my  skull.  Ye  rotten 
bone,  I  would' nt  take  ye  to  a  pawnshop 
in  Enniskillin.  0  my  mother,  have  I  got 
the  packet  of  your  milk  ?  I'm  clane  into 
the  bog,  but  I'm  an  Irishman,  and  the  last 
mimber  of  the  Kings  of  Connaught,  as  long 
as  grass  runs  or  water  grows." 

With  these  words  Michael  O'Flanagan 
relapsed  into  his  previous  state  of  uncon- 
sciousness. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


MAETHA. 


Echaed's  search  did  not  occupy  liim  many 
minutes,  and  lie  hastily  ran  back  to 
Martha,  in  eager  impatience  to  rejoin 
Ardoine. 

'^  0  my  beloved  ! "  said  E chard  to  him- 
self, ''  my  heart  reproaches  me  for  having 
left  thee  a  moment,  but  thou  didst  send 
me,  and  I  am  rewarded  in  having  saved 
one  who  is  dear  to  thee." 

''  Oh  save  me,  save  me,  sir,"  exclaimed 
Martha,  in  a  paroxysm  of  terror,  as  Echard 
approached  ;  "let  my  life  and  honour  be 
safe  in  your  keeping." 

''  Fear  not,  madam  !  but  you  remember 
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me  not ;  metliinks  I  have  seen  you  before 
under  circumstances  not  to  be  forgotten." 

"  Oh  wliere,  sir  ?  All,  now  I  remember  1 
I  have  been  so  terrified.  I  am  beholding 
my  deliverer,  who  released  me  from  the 
dungeon  in  the  convent  at  La  Tour.  For- 
give me,  that  in  my  fears  and  sorrows  I  did 
not  recognize  one  to  whom  I  owe  so  much." 

"  Ah !  madam,  I  too  have  endured 
much,  but  lean  upon  my  arm ;  vv^e  vail  mount 
this  hill,  and  rejoin  a  fi^iend.  I  will  con- 
duct you  to  a  place  of  safety.  You  may 
well  tremble  when  you  behold  this  uniform 
on  me ;  yet  my  creed  is  changed,  and  I  am 
in  heart  one  of  yourselves." 

''  Thank  God  if  this  be  so  !  I  prayed 
for  you  earnestly,  that  it  might  please  Him 
to  lead  you  into  His  truth." 

"  I  think  I  can  give  you  some  more 
information  to  cheer  your  heart.  On 
yonder  crag  stands  one  who  I  presume 
is  your  niece.  Her  name  is  Ardoine.  I 
rescued  her  last   nieht   from  the   convent 
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of  La  Tour,  and  we  liave  this  morning 
fled  to  tlie  mountains." 

"  0  mj  beloved  Ardoine  !  You  do 
indeed,  sir,  clieer  a  wretclied  woman's 
heart,  so  far  as  it  can  be  cheered ;  for  more 
than  twenty  long  years  have  I  sorrowed, 
and  the  smile  of  hope  has  never  crossed 
my  lips.  You  see  this  garb  of  mourning 
on  me;  it  is  the  emblem  of  my  heart." 

''What  has  been  the  cause  of  such 
deep  anguish  ?"  inquired  E  chard,  as  he 
assisted  his  companion  up  the  steep  slope. 

"  Ah  sir  !  none  can  explain  their  griefs  ; 
what  is  hot  within  the  sufferer's  breast  falls 
coldly  on  the  ear  of  the  listener." 

"  Nay,  tell  me  its  source ;  you  will  find 
comfort  in  knowing  that  another  heart 
offers  you  sympathy." 

"  Oh  !  you  only  embitter  my  woe,"  ex- 
claimed Martha,  wringing  her  hands,  and 
gazing  fixedly  on  his  open  countenance.  A 
look  passed  over  his  features  which  recalled 
her  husband,  and  awoke  the  memories  of  the 
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past :  and  though  she  beheld  that  hated 
imiform  which  brought  to  her  remembrance 
the  woes  under  wliich  her  people  had  suf- 
fered, she  nevertheless  regarded  E chard 
with  the  intensity  of  a  sudden  interest. 

"  Speak  to  me,  good  lady,"  added 
E chard,  in  a  soothing  tone,  ''  but  let  us 
join  Ardoine  who  waits  for  us  on  the  crag. 
How  delighted  she  ^dll  be  to  see  you  1 
There  do  not  be  afraid  to  lean  on  my  arm  I 
plant  your  foot  firmly  on  the  loose  stones, 
and  throw  your  whole  weight  on  me." 

"I  haye  had,"  she  continued,  after  a 
pause,  "  sorrows  enough  in  this  present 
year,  to  tm^n  black  hair  like  yours  into 
these  grey  locks.  But  it  is  more  than 
twenty  years  since  my  sorrow  first  began. 
My  hair  was  black,  and  yet  in  one  sleepless 
night  it  tm^ned  to  this  yery  colour  which 
you  now  behold." 

''  Oh  let  me  weep  with  you,  for  nothing 
so  well  becomes  the  young  as  sympathy 
with  the  old." 
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"  I  tliank  Tliee,  0  my  God !  "  exclaimed 
Martha,  '^wlioliast  provided  me  a  helper 
in  this  -vvilderness.  Alas  !  my  grief  brings 
down  my  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the 
grave.  You  know  not  what  is  a  mother's 
heart." 

"  True,  and  in  one  sense  I  may  be  said 
hardly  to  know  what  is  a  son's  heart,  for 
Nature  never  taught  me  to  lavish  the 
choicest  inner  gifts  of  my  soul  on  her 
who  reared  me." 

' '  A  mother' s  heart  is  a  mystery.  There 
is  no  reasoning  with  it.  It  loves,  it  yearns, 
it  abides.  It  is  Nature's  truest,  fondest 
instinct.  A  wound  here  is  often  one  for 
which  there  is  no  cure." 

"  Yes,  I  beheve  that,  for  a  mother  is 
Nature's  friend  whom  death  alone  removes. 
"Would  that  I  had  known  the  exquisite 
gift !" 

"  Sir,  I  am  a  mother,  and  as  such  I 
mourn  in  the  bitterness  of  my  soul.  Yes, 
it   is   the  voice  of  Nature,   for  what   the 
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motlier  is  tliat  the  mother  was,  and  has 
been  from  the  beginning.  Ah  !  you  know 
it  not,"  continued  she  with  more  warmth  ; 
"  for  none  except  a  woman  and  a  mother 
can  know  its  innate  yearnings.  Look 
how  the  cry  of  the  chikl,  which  falls  coldly 
on  the  father's  ear,  causes  the  mother's 
heart  to  throb." 

Martha  trembled  as  she  spake  these 
words  as  if  her  soul  was  stfrred  to  its 
depths. 

"  Oh  tell  me,  madam  I  the  cause  of  your 
sorrow.  Know,  moreover,  that  I  may  claim 
a  right  to  soothe  you,  for  I  love  Ardoine, 
and  that  will  make  me  one  with  you." 

"  And  does  Ardoine  love  you  ? — Alas  I 
poor  Eaynald,  my  boy,  thou  too  then  wilt 
know  what  sorrow  and  disappointment  are." 

E chard  paused  abruptly ;  the  arrow  had 
gone  to  his  heart,  and  filled  it  with  tumul- 
tuous and  painful  emotions.  Raynald  must 
be  Ardoine's  cousin,  whom  she  had  known 
from  childhood.     Doubtless  he  loved  Ar- 
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doiiie,  and  that  liad  given  him  that  fierce 
jealousy  in  that  encounter  in  his  aunt's 
chamber.  Echard's  heart  writhed  with 
agony  lest  his  hopes  might  be  quenched, 
when  they  were  dawning  more  brightly  than 
before. 

"  Does  that  young  man  love  Ardoine  ?" 
asked  E chard,  in  a  faltering  voice.  ''Are 
they  not  as  brother  and  sister  ?" 

"  'No,  they  are  cousins.  He  has  loved 
her  from  his  childhood.  They  have  played 
together  and  grown  up  together,  and  his 
whole  soul  has  been  absorbed  in  her." 

''  But  she  does  not  love  him  !  '* 

''  I  cannot  answer  that.  She  has 
known  him  all  her  hfe  long,  and  it  is 
hard  to  say  in  such  cases  where  the  love  of 
the  brother  ends  and  the  more  absorbing 
one  begins." 

"  I  have  not,  it  is  true,  known  her  all 
my  life,  but  in  the  short  time  I  have  known 
her,  twice  has  my  arm  shielded  her  from 
death  or  ruin." 
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''  God  bless  you  for  your  kindness ! 
Thougii  you  seem,  in  some  mysterious 
manner,  to  be  a  bearer  of  both  good  and 
evil  fortune  to  our  circle." 

"  But  you  liave  not  told  me  tlie  cause 
of  yom^  grief.  Oli !  wliere  is  Ardoine  ?" 
exclaimed  Ecbard,  as  at  tliis  moment  lie 
reached  the  crag  and  did  not  see  his  late 
companion.  ''  I  left  her  here,  she  said  she 
would  wait  for  my  retm^n.  God  grant  that 
she  has  not  been  carried  off;  I  did  not  hear 
her  scream.  How  can  I  find  her  ?  will 
you  remain  here  while  I  look  for  her,  and 
then  I  will  bring  her  to  rejoin  you.  Per- 
haps she  has  been  frightened  and  has  gone 
to  find  me,  and  we  have  missed  each  other 
on  the  hill,  among  the  trees  and  rocks.  I 
will  run  down  again  and  overtake  her  ;  in 
the  mean  time  be  careful  and  watch.  Some 
of  your  family  are,  I  believe,  at  Kora,  in 
case  you  cannot  find  any  of  them  upon  the 
side  of  A-uoTOR'na." 

VOL.    III.  G 


OHAPTEH  X. 


THE    EECAPTUEE. 


"  By  Jolin  XXII.  and  Lis  beatific  vision, 
wMcli  liis  Bishops  condemned/'  groaned 
Malvicino,  as  lie  toiled  up  tlie  spurs  of 
the  Yandalin  in  companj  witli  some  of 
tlie  Marquis's  soldiers,  ''it's  heavy  work, 
Riband,  especially  vflien  the  Marquis  made 
me  rouse  you  so  early.  You  have  better 
sight  than  I  have,  as  my  cornea  is  getting 
flattened.  Can  you  see  anything  of  our 
fugitives  ?  By  Pope  Benedict  XII.,  who 
condemned  the  beatific  vision  of  his  pre- 
decessor John  XXII.,  the  Marquis  bade 
me  use  my  best  endeavours  to  find  them, 
and  I   have   no    doubt   he'll    reward   you 
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liandsomelj  if  you  find  tliemj  and  give  all 
our  fellows  something  also.  I  know  lie 
swore  that  he  would  oiye  the  Yiroin  a 
necklace  of  pearls." 

"  Well,  as  reo'ards  his  doino-  it  hand- 
somelv,  that's  a  matter  of  opinion.  How 
much  do  YOU  think  he'll  really  pay,  if  I 
break  my  shins  to  catch  them  ?" 

''  By  Pope  Gregory  and  his  barefooted 
Emperor,  he'll  not  stand  for  money,  I 
promise  you  a  hundred  pistoles  for  each  of 
them,  if  you  can  catch  them  and  bring 
them  alive  to  him.  You  know  that  will  be 
a  great  fortune  for  you,  and  enable  you  to 
give  a  dowry  to  yom^  eldest  daughter,  who's 
been  so  long  waiting  for  matrimony." 

*'  Well  yes,  I  should  like  to  see  Catta- 
rina  settled,  and  the  barber's  son  seems  a 
good  match,  if  he  were  not  such  a  fop. 
But,  holy  Father,  refresh  my  memory:  there 
are  two,  I  think,  a  vouno;  man  and  a  oirl." 
"  There  are ;  a  young  girl  with  golden 
hair,  and  with    somethino-  white  as  if  she 
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were  going  to  be  married,  and  a  young 
fellow  tliat  was  tlionglitto  be  the  Marquis's 
son ;  lie  lias  on  the  uniform  of  an  officer." 

''It's  strange,  how  is  it  that  he's  in  dis- 
grace ?  I  know  whom  you  mean  ;  he's  a 
fine  young  officer,  and  would  often  give  me 
civil  words  when  the  others  only  swore  at 
me." 

''  Ah  well,  the  devil  has  got  hold  of 
him.  He's  seen  too  much  of  these  here- 
tics, and  it  would  appear  that  he  disputed 
with  the  Marquis  on  religion,  and  that  he 
let  out  this  girl  whom  the  Church  was  going 
to  convert.  He  got  a  sight  of  her  good 
looks,  and  then  he  forgot  all  the  benefits 
the  Church  has  done  him  and  all  those  of 
the  Marquis,  and  I  suppose  has  gone  off* 
with  this  she-heretic." 

''  That's  an  awful  charge.  I  honour 
cm"  holy  Virgin,  and  would  do  anything 
for  her  glory.  The  last  time  when  I  was 
in  battle  I  had  a  feeling  that  I  should 
be  killed,  and  just  as   I  was   priming  my 
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musket,  and  liad  said  good-bye  to  my  wife 
in  my  heart,  I  lifted  up  my  eyes,  and  saw 
before  me  a  beautifal  Virgin  in  wliite,  and 
slie  said  to  me,  '  Fear  not,  Eibaud,  I  am 
witli  you ;  no  ball  sliall  Imrt  you  ;'  and  sm^e 
enough,  directly  afterwards,  one  went  right 
through  my  hat,  but  did  me  no  harm ; 
and  since  this,  I  never  go  to  Turin  but  I 
always  take  my  offering  to  that  pictm^e 
of  the  Madonna,  which  wmks  every  new 
moon." 

"  It  was  the  Virgin  you  saw,"  rephed 
Malvicino.  ''  Happy  man  1  you  make  even 
an  old  and  holy  monk  hke  me  jealous.  It 
has  been  your  zeal  for  the  Church  that  has 
brought  you  this  honour ;  you  must  not 
slacken  in  your  labours,  bat  do  what  you 
can  to  catch  these  fellows  and  to  kill  as 
many  others  as  you  can.  Look  !  we  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  vaUey  through  the  break  in 
the  trees ;  it  looks  rather  black  and  smoky, 
as  if  om^  fellows  had  been  doing  their  work, 
and  I  don't  see  so  many  farms  standing 
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about.     I  suppose  tliose  tliat  are  left  will 
be  given  to  you  soldiers  of  tlie  cross." 

"  I  lieard  say  that  most  of  tliem  were 
given  to  tliese  fellows  they  call  Irish :  it's  a 
shame  to  give  them  to  foreigners,  but  they 
fight  so  for  the  Church,  and  tliink  no  more 
of  blood  than  water.  They're  always 
quarrelhng  among  themselves,  and  seem  to 
have  no  appetite  for  their  breakfast  unless 
they've  had  a  fight  before." 

"  Well,  each  nation  has  its  own  marks ; 
they  are  good  Catholics.  By  Pope  Gre- 
gory XIII.  and  his  new  calendar,  I  should 
like  to  be  at  the  head  of  a  brigade  of  such, 
in  that  cursed  isle  of  England.  But  gently, 
Eibaud,  this  hill  is  steep  ;  let  your  spiritual 
Father  rest  on  tliis  stone,  or  else  he  will 
not  be  able  to  send  you  into  Paradise 
with  absolution,  if  you  make  him  broken- 
winded." 

"  Hark,  what  do  I  hear  ?  It  is  a  shot. 
By  the  company  of  Popes'  sons  there  are 
voices.    They  seem  familiar  to  me.    There, 
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be  silent,  and  let  ns  creep  up.  Order  tlie 
men  behind  to  be  careful,  for  tliere's  spoil 
before  us  and  our  booty  may  be  near." 

''Hold!"  added  tlie  Abbot, as  lie  stretcbed 
out  bis  sbort  thick  neck  and  peered  among 
the  trees.  ''  By  Clement  YII.,  who  took  re- 
fuge in  St.  Angelo,  what  do  I  see  ?  Softly, 
Eibaud,  the  very  man  I'm  seeking.  It  must 
be  be.  I  see  a  something  through  the  trees 
like  a  uniform.  How  am  I  to  get  him  ? 
Stay,  I'll  caU  him,  and  you  hide  yourself  and 
be  ready  to  spring  out  when  you  hear  me 
cry  Clement,  Clement^  and  then  make  him 
fast,  and  I'U  consider  what  to  do  mth  him 
when  we  have  taken  him  prisoner;  the 
Marquis  will  allow  me  to  treat  heretics 
according  to  my  own  judgment." 

"  Friend,"  cried  Malvicino,  addressing 
Echard,  "I  have  been  looking  for  you. 
Oh,  help  me  !  I  have  fled  from  the  convent. 
I  am  in  danger.  I  have  risked  all  for  yom^ 
sake.  Will  you  not  come  hither  and  help 
me  ?     You  have  run  away  so  fast  that  you 
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never  stayed  to  tliank  me  for  tlie  good  turn 
I  did  yon  last  night." 

''  Traitor,"  exclaimed  Ecliard  ;  "  yon 
are  a  double-dealing  knave,  with,  all  your 
Popes  on  your  lips.  Your  plot  at  tlie  con- 
vent was  a  selfish  one  for  your  own  purposes, 
but  it  miscarried  ;  I  feel  inclined  to  unfi:*ock 
you,  and  make  an  involuntary  flagellant  of 
you.  Look  at  the  marks  of  destruction  on 
all  sides  in  the  name  of  your  Church,  which 
converts  by  the  sword." 

''Clement,  Clement,"  cried  Malvicino, 
and  immediately  Hibaud,  and  several  of  his 
comrades  who  had  come  up,  rushed  out 
from  behind  the  rocks,  and  speedily  secured 
E  chard. 

''  Soldiers,  soldiers,"  said  Malvicino, 
''  halt !  hurt  not  the  hair  of  this  young- 
man's  head;  know  that  he  is  the  son  of  the 
Marquis  of  Pianesse.  Fear  not,"  con- 
tinued he,  in  a  lower  voice  addressing 
Echard  ;  "  I  will  see  that  they  do  not  harm 
you ;  but  how  is  it  that  you  are  alone  ?  you 
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did  not,  metliinks,  go  away  alone  from  tlie 
convent,  and  I  am  surprised  to  find  yon  so 
soon  parted.  Wliere  is  your  friend  ?  Tell 
me,  and  I  will  save  lier  fr^om  tlie  soldiers. 
If  yon  will  not  confide  in  me  you  will  be 
separated  from  laer,  for  slie  will  fall  in  mtli 
some  of  tlie  lawless  Irish  and  perisli  on  tlie 
mountain.  You  had  better  speak,  for  you 
are  at  my  mercy,  and  I  can  make  my  peace 
withPianesse  by  your  capture." 

Echard  was  silent,  for  he  would  have 
jDreferred  death  to  confiding  the  safety  of 
Ardoine  to  the  Abbot  of  Pignerol. 

"They  cannot  be  far  off,"  continued 
Malvicino  to  himself.  "  They  left  together, 
and  it's  not  likely  two  young  hearts 
would  part  so  easily,  and  less  so  if  danger 
was  at  hand.  She  must  be  close  by  some- 
where. I  must  see  that  she  does  not  fall 
into  the  hands  of  these  soldiers,  to  be 
subjected  to  then  rough  usage — at  all 
hazards  she  must  be  rescued." 

"  By  Alexander  II.  that  Papal  Sultan," 


90         THE    SIX    SISTEES    OP    THE    VALLEYS. 

exclaimed  tlie  monk  aloud.  "  Soldiers, 
searcli  for  a  young  girl  wlio  is  liidden 
hereabouts.  Slie  belongs  to  tlie  Marquis 
of  Pianesse ;  but  let  none  of  you  lay  a  finger 
on  lier,  or  not  only  will  you  liave  to 
answer  for  it  to  your  commander,  but  I 
will  refuse  you  absolution  wlien  dying." 

''  But,  Holy  Father,  vvdiat  are  we  to  do 
witli  our  prisoner  ?" 

''  Bring  liim  along  witli  you.  Is  lie  well 
tied  up  ?  there,  lift  him  up  two  of  you,  and 
after  the  manner  of  Gregory  shoulder  him, 
and  bear  Imn  to  yonder  point." 

"  By  Pope  Benedict,  who  was  vfilling 
to  sacrifice  the  tiara  because  he  loved  a 
damsel,  I  thought  I  saw  the  flutter  of 
female  garments  through  that  brushwood. 
Yes,  it  moves  again.  It  is  a  vfoman.  It 
must  be  she  ?  Oh,  how  can  I  now  secure 
my  prize,  and  bear  her  away  safely  ?  The 
plan  is  full  of  difficulty.  But  I  will  try  to 
capture  her  in  the  name  of  all  the  Popes." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CASTELLUZZO. 

Monte  Yandalin  is  flanked  towards  tlie 
valley  of  Lucerna  by  mimerous  giant 
spurs  separated  by  deep  ravines.  One  of 
tliese  central  offslioots,  from  its  peculiar 
and  castellated  prominence,  lias  received 
tlie  name  of  Castelluzzo.  A  black  spot 
in  its  escarped  side  is  visible  from  the 
valley  beneatli,  and  stands  fortli  in 
greater  relief  wlien  tlie  morning  sun  glit- 
ters from  tlie  micaceous  and  precipitous 
rocks  by  wliicli  it  is  surrounded.  This  is 
the  cavern  of  Castelluzzo,  a  retreat  which 
ISTature  herself  provided  for  the  persecuted 
children  of  the  valleys.     The  only  means 
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of  access  to  it  is  by  a  small  tunnel-like 
liole  from  the  top,  in  wliose  sides  notches 
have  been  cut  for  the  feet,  but  whose  nar- 
row winding  will  permit  only  one  person 
to  descend  at  a  time.  From  this  peculiarity 
the  cavern  is  almost  impregnable,  for  the 
solitary  assailant  descending  backwards  is 
completely  at  the  mercy  of  those  who  stand 
below,  so  that  an  army  might  perish  in 
detail,  slain  by  a  handful.  The  interior 
of  the  cavern  consisted  of  a  large  vaulted 
chamber  partially  excavated  by  the  hand 
of  man,  and  spacious  enough  to  con- 
tain three  or  four  hundred  persons  :  a 
fountain  feebly  trickled  in  the  centre, 
enough,  however,  to  meet  the  necessity  of 
an}^  fugitives  ;  while  near  it  was  a  rude  con- 
trivance for  baking  bread,  hollowed  out 
of  the  living  rock.  In  one  of  the  irregular 
recesses,  a  remarkable  chink  was  discern- 
ible through  the  mountain's  side.  The 
rock  itself  was  several  yards  in  thickness, 
but  in  some  pre-historic  convulsion  it  had 
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been  gently  riven  by  tlie  delicate  yet  capri- 
cious liancl  of  j^ature  lierself.  The  fissure, 
though  so  small  as  to  defy  the  insertion 
of  a  knife,  nevertheless  was  traversed  by 
the  light,  and  at  midday  a  thin  film  of 
streaky  sunshine  hovered  for  a  few  mo- 
ments upon  the  damp  dark  ground.  It 
was  a  wondrous  emblem  of  Nature's 
gentleness  in  the  midst  of  majesty.  How 
simple  yet  how  grand  are  the  works  of 
Nature!  She  waters  with  the  dew  of  hea- 
ven the  tiny  capsule  overspreading  the 
crashing  fragment  torn  from  the  Alps, 
which  in  its  onward  course  would  once 
have  levelled  cities  and  dashed  in  pieces 
armies. 

The  mouth  of  the  cavern  abutted  on  to 
a  narrow  ledge  of  rock  which  overhung  the 
sheer  and  inaccessible  precipice.  A  few 
sln:'ubs  and  plants,  to  wit  the  venturesome 
fir  and  birch,  maintained  themselves  on 
this  inhospitable  strip,  and  shot  into  mid 
air.     This  narrow  gallery  was  protected  in 
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front  and  on  tlie  right  side  from  all  assail- 
ants, but  to  tlie  left  it  was  open  to  tlie  attack 
of  musketry  from  tlie  upper  cliff,  wliicli 
projected  sufficiently  forward  to  command 
tlie  outlet. 

This  gloomy  vault  was  precious  in  the 
sight  of  heaven,  for  the  prayers  of  saints 
had  arisen  from  out  of  the  heart  of  the 
earth,  and  the  songs  of  Zion  had  floated 
along  that  rough-hewn  vault  mingled  with 
the  murmur  of  the  trickling  stream  or  the 
howl  of  the  rude  winds,  as  they  surged 
against  that  ragged  bluff.  Its  stony  sides 
bore  traces  of  the  exile's  hand,  as  he  carved 
thereon  memorials  of  his  faith  dearer  to  him 
than  the  records  of  his  forsaken  home. 

0  ye  caverns !  je  have  your  solemn 
contributions  to  the  history  of  the  human 
race,  but  they  are  for  the  most  part  those 
of  gloom,  of  terror,  of  persecution,  and  of 
death.  Speak,  thou  cave  of  Mys  in  Pro- 
vence, in  which,  by  order  of  the  Papal 
officers  twenty-five  Yaudois  mothers  were 


CASTELLUZZO.  95 

stifled,  and  wliose  dry  bones  lingered  there 
for  five  years  afterwards,  as  an  appeal  to 
tlie  vengeance  of  heaven,  and  at  last  ex- 
torted even  man's  jndicial  investigation. 

In  tlie  Yal  Louise  in  Dauphiny,  in  tlie 
steep  slopes  of  Mount  Pelvoux,  tlie  Visol 
of  tlie  Brian connais,  is  an  immense  cavern 
called,  "Aigue  Fraide,"  because  of  its 
copious  springs  of  water  fed  by  tlie  snow. 
Here  La  Palud  heaped  up  the  fire,  and  in 
the  vaults  of  that  cavern  were  found  four 
hundred  children  smothered,  as  well  as 
three  thousand  Yaudois,  or  the  whole  of 
the  population  of  the  Val  Louise,  who 
perished  upon  this  occasion. 

Ye  caverns  of  the  Alps,  ye  have  gloomy 
memorials  for  the  day  of  judgment,  where- 
with to  brand  that  apostate  Church  which 
history  too  truly  proves  to  be  '^  drunk  with 
the  blood  of  the  saints"  ! 

"  Oh,  grandfather  !"  exclaimed  a  little 
cliHd,  in  the  inner  part  of  the  cavern  of 
Castelluzzo,   "  I  am   so  tired  and  cold  and 
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hungrj,  what  can  you  give  me  to  eat  ?  I 
am  tired  of  tliis  water  and  our  mouldy 
bread.  "Where  have  they  all  gone  to,  and 
when  is  Eaynald  coming  back  to  help  us  ?" 

"  My  little  Lena,"  replied  Eodolphe,  ''  I 
would  do  what  I  can  to  help  you,  but  I  am 
old  and  weak.  .  Come  and  lie  near  me  and 
put  your  hand  in  my  breast ;  there,  that  will 
keep  you  warm.  Before  you  sleep,  pray  to 
God  to  bless  all  our  dear  friends.  But  here 
is  Bertin  coming  to  us." 

"  Grandfather,  what  can  I  do  for 
you?"  asked  Marguerite's  orphan,  as  he 
knelt  beside  his  grandfather.  ''I  do  not 
know  what  will  happen  to  us." 

"My  boy,"  faintly  whispered  the 
patriarch,  "  lift  me  up  a  little  and  fetch  me 
a  drop  of  water  from  the  fountain ;  now 
move  me  near  that  chink,  so  that  the  ray 
of  light  may  rest  upon  me  again.  I  shall 
not  live  long — let  the  sunlight  of  the  outer 
world  shine  once  more  upon  my  grey  hair, 
and  remind  me  to  the  last  of  the  goodness 
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of  God  and  of  my  Saviour's  presence. 
Thank  you,  my  boy ;  tliat  streak  of  liglit  is 
a  voice  of  comfort ;  it  reminds  me  tliat  tlie 
Lord  God  is  a  sun,  and  tliat  He  will  never 
forsake  tliem  that  trust  in  Him.  Xow  kneel 
down  by  me,  and  say  the  prayer  you  lealmed, 
for  your  father  and  mother,  and  all  of  our 
dear  friends.  My  little  Lena,  Bertin  is 
going  to  pray,  can  you  clasp  your  hands  ?" 

"  0  grandfather,  I  am  so  weak  I  can- 
not move  ;  I  am  lying  so  near  you,  I  can- 
not kneel  but  I  will  clasp  my  hands,  and  I 
will  say  Amen,  as  you  used  to  teach  me." 

The  youth  bowed  his  head  beside  his 
grandfather,  and  sought  protection  and 
help  from  God. 

"  Oh,  grandfather,"  added  he,  after  a 
pause,  ''  I  can  hardly  realize  this  change. 
Om^  dear  home,  where  a  few  months  ago 
we  were  so  happy  and  kind  and  loved 
each  other,  is  all  in  ruins.  I  see  you  in 
your  chair,  with  dear  Ardoine  near  you, 
and  I  remember  on  last  New  Year's  day  how 

VOL.    III.  H 
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we  all  came  round  you  for  your  blessing  : 
as  I  stand  on  tlie  ledge  outside  I  can  just 
see  tlie  spot  where  La  Baudene  is,  and 
tliere  is  nobody  there,  unless  it  be  cruel 
strangers.  Oli !  is  tlie  Bible  true,  grand- 
father ?  If  God  were  good  would  He  let  us 
suffer  all  these  things,  for  I  am  sure  that 
you^tried  to  please  Him  ?" 

"  God  knows  what  is  best,  my  boy,  and 
He  will  not  lay  upon  us  more  than  we  can 
bear ;  it  is  to  try  our  faith  and  patience, 
and  you  remember  my  speaking  on  what 
Paul  says,  that '  the  afHiction  of  this  present 
time  is  not  worthy  to  be  compared  with  the 
glory  which  is  to  be  revealed.'  " 

"  Oh  father !  things  must  be  very  bright 
and  good  above  to  make  up  for  this  world. 
I  am  sure  they  are  very  bad  and  sorrowful 
here,  at  least  I  feel  them  to  be  so." 

"  God  will  do  for  us  more  than  we  can 
think :  when  you  have  been  one  hour  in 
heaven,  Bertin,  you  will  forget  all  the 
troubles  of  this  life,  and  think  nothing  of 
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them  all  tlien.    Be  faitliful  to  the  last,  and 
Christ  will  make  amends  for  all." 

"  I  believe  yon,  dear  grandfather;  wonld 
that  I  conld  be  more  like  you !  The  Lord 
Jesns  Christ  is  my  hope,  and  I  do  beheve 
in  yonr  favom^ite  text,  '  the  blood  of  Jesus 
Chi^ist  cleanseth  ns  from  all  sin.'  " 

"  Can  yon  trust  wholly  in  Him,  if  you 
were  to  die  now  ?"  asked  Eodolphe  feel- 
ingly. 

"  I  can  ;  I  am  a  wretched  sinner  I  know, 
but  since  I  was  confirmed  I  have  j)rayed 
much  for  God's  Holy  S23hit,  and  sought  to 
curb  my  temper  and  to  avoid  all  ill-natured 
speeches,  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning, 
and  to  be  more  smilins;  and  kind.  I  have 
tried  to  please  Grod,  but  I  don't  trust  to 
this,  but  only  to  the  finished  work  of  Christ 
on  the  cross,  of  wliich  you  used  to  preach 
so  well." 

''Well,  my  boy,  go  get  a  mouthful  of 
air,  it  will  refi^esh  you,  and  then  if  no  one 
comes  to  us,  you  can  go  up  through  the 
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tunnel  and  see  if  you  can  procure  us  some 
more  food." 

'^Oh!  grandfather,  look;  in  tliis  dark 
corner  I  liave  found  a  loaf  whicli  we  liad  for- 
gotten, and  could  not  see  in  tlie  gloom.  I 
will  soak  some  of  it  in  water,  and  give  some 
to  little  Lena;  you  shall  both  eat  some, 
and  it  will  revive  you.  Shall  I  go  out  on 
the  top  now,  or  wait  till  it  gets  darker  ?" 

"Wait,  my  boy,  Eaynald  will  return, 
if  he  can.  I  think  some  of  them  are  at 
Eora,  but  I  fear  that  some  misfortune  must 
have  happened  to  them,  if  none  of  them 
come  back  to  us." 

"  Don't  you  think,"  asked  Bertin,  "  that 
we  must  wish  evil  to  those  who  have  done 
us  so  much  harm  ?" 

'^  God  has  told  us  to  love  our  enemies, 
and  to  do  good  to  them  that  hate  us.  You 
must  not  try  to  hurt  them,  but  do  as  Jesus 
did  when  He  was  before  Pilate." 

"It's  very  hard,  grandfather,  but  still 
you  know  best,  and  I  wish  to  do  what  God 
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would  have  me  do. — Look!  there  is  a  httle 
gleam  of  sunshine,  how  beautiful  it  is  !  and 
now  I  can  just  see  your  beautiful  white  hair ; 
it  looks  so  nice,  as  Aline  used  to  say  when 
she  played  with  it  and  curled  it  round 
her  fingers.  I  will  creep  out  on  to  the 
ledge  for  a  mouthful  of  air.  There  is 
that  birch  which  grows  on  the  rock ;  I  take 
hold  of  that  and  look  over,  and  see  such  a 
long  way  below  me.  The  stones  I  fling- 
down  fall  such  a  long  time  without  strik- 
ing anything,  and  then  1  can  trace  them 
far  away  among  some  sheej)  and  goats, 
which  are  feeding  near  the  farm  of  Bon- 
nets." 

Bertin  then  went  out  on  the  ledge  and 
drank  in  the  fresh  air  with  the  delight  of 
youth,  forgetting  for  the  moment  his  sor- 
rows and  dangers.  He  plucked  two  or 
three  of  the  mountain  flowers  that  grew 
on  the  sides  of  the  rock  above,  and  tearing 
them  into  bits  scattered  them  smilingly 
about  the  place.     Then  recollecting  liimself, 
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he  gathered  three  or  four  of  the  best  he  could 
find,  and  gleefully  took  them  to  Eodolphe. 

"  Here,  grandfather,  here  is  somethmg 
for  you  to  smell ;  it  will  remind  you  of  dear 
Ardoine,  who  used  to  be  so  fond  of  getting 
you  flowers." 

"Ah !  dear  child,"  said  the  old  man,  as 
a  tear  trickled  dovv^n  his  cheeks ;  "0  God  ! 
at  least  hear  this  one  prayer,  and  shield  my 
child  from  harm.  She  is  an  orphan,  pro- 
tect her,  I  beseech  thee." 

Bertin  then  went  back,  and,  inserting 
his  fingers  into  the  clefts  of  the  lime- stone, 
pulled  off  several  fragments.  Selecting 
one  from  among  the  number  which,  from 
its  size  and  weight,  seemed  suitable  for  his 
purpose,  he  clasped  it  in  his  right  hand, 
and  crept  on  to  the  mountain  birch.  He 
threw  his  arms  carefully  round  its  trunk, 
and  steadied  himself  while  he  looked  round 
and  then  below,  settling  in  his  mind  the 
spot  on  which  lie  wished  the  missile  to 
alight. 
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At  this  moment  a  soldier  appeared  upon 
tlie  cliff  which  commanded  the  ledge,  and 
looking  down  observed  the  boy.  A  gleam  of 
joy  shot  over  his  face,  and  smiling  grimly, 
he  exclaimed — 

"  Holy  Yirgin !  I'll  win  a  crown  in 
heaven  to-day,  and  get  my  sins  washed  out." 

He  raised  his  musket  and  took  dehbe- 
rate  aim. 

Bertin,  unconscious  of  danger,  had  not 
yet  composed  himself  to  liis  satisfaction, 
and  after  moving  his  feet  backwards  a  httle 
on  the  ledge,  once  more  leaned  his  body 
forward  on  the  projecting  birch. 

The  soldier's  sight  was  disarranged.  He 
had  taken  a  straight  aim  at  his  victim's 
heart,  but  now  changing  his  intentions  he 
levelled  his,  piece  at  the  boy's  head.  The 
awful  moment  has  come  which  may  send 
a  human  being  into  eternity.  The  boy 
smiles  as  he  sees  a  flock  of  birds  far  below 
him,  and  wonders  if  he  can  hit  them. 
The  trigger  clicks,  the  flint  flashes — there 
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is  a  report.  The  echoes  of  Castelluzzo 
take  up  the  sound,  and  ring  it  out  again, 
from  crag  to  crag,  from  glade  to  glade ; 
the  report  peals  throughout  the  cavern, 
and  its  sullen  notes  reverberate  among  the 
farthest  windings.  The  boy  still  clasps 
the  tree ;  but  the  stone  in  his  hand  has 
become  unclasped,  and  falls  downwards. 
Bertin  himself,  struck  through  the  brain, 
retains  his  position ;  he  has  passed  as  it 
were  unconsciously  from  earth  to  heaven ; 
the  blood-gouts  of  that  young  life  drip  fast 
and  silently  over  the  sullen  gorge,  and 
staining  the  broken  stones  hundreds  of  feet 
beneath,  attest  that  he  is  a  corpse. 

"Bertin,"  said  Rodolphe,  after  the  ex- 
piration of  some  time,  "where  are  you? 
What  is  the  boy  about  ?  He  cannot  have 
forgotten  his  grandfather.  I  hope  no  acci- 
dent has  happened  to  him.  Alas,  0  mer- 
ciful Father!  what  did  that  noise  mean? 
I  heard  the  report  of  a  gun;  can  the 
poor   lad  have   been   shot?     But  that   is 
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unlikelj;  perhaps  Ms  venturing  spirit 
lias  led  liim  up  tlie  tunnel  to  find  some 
food,  and  I  have  not  noticed  him ;  or  can 
he  have  overbalanced  himself  and  fallen 
from  the  ledge  ?  Come,  my  little  one," 
said  the  old  man  fondly  to  Lena,  ^ho 
pressed  closely  to  him,  "  are  you  warm  ? 
What  can  yom*  old  grandfather  do  for  you, 
my  child,  my  child  ?"  Lena  was,  however, 
unconscious  of  liis  voice,  for  her  feeble 
nature  was  unable  to  sustain  such  con- 
tinued privations  and  want  of  food.  The 
agonizing  thought  flashed  through  Eo- 
dolphe's  mind  that  she  did  not  breathe. 
He  was  as  it  were  loath  to  move  her,  for 
her  little  hands  were  partially  clasped,  and 
she  convulsively  clung  to  his  arm.  Dis- 
engaging her  with  considerable  difficulty, 
owing  to  his  feebleness,  though  he  had 
been  somewhat  revived  by  his  late  food,  he 
moved  the  child  so  that  the  film  of  sim- 
light  could  shine  upon  her  face.  It  fell 
upon   a  vacant  and   a  lustreless  eye;  the 
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spirit  of  tlie  child  had  fled  to  her  Saviour. 
The  old  man  was  left  alone. 

Then  did  the  past  rush  upon  his  mind, 
with  harrowing  vividness ;  the  patriarchal 
scenes,  in  which  he  was  an  actor,  the 
tones  of  his  daughters,  the  peculiar  kind- 
nesses of  each,  the  loveliness  of  Ardoine, 
.the  endearing  prattle  of  the  numerous  little 
,ones,  the  cruel  deaths  which  had  carried 
some  of  them  off ;  these  thoughts  wrung 
his  soul ;  his  heart  was  vexed  within  him, 
and  at  the  last  he  spake,  though  feebly,  as 
with  the  voice  of  a  dying  man. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


THE    LAATENTATIOX. 


"  How  doth  tlie  Clim^cli  mourn  wliose  dwell- 
ing is  in  the  rocks,  and  whose  foundations 
were  upon  the  cliffs,  where  the  eagle  maketh 
his  nest !  How  hath  she  put  on  sackcloth 
and  ashes,  and  cast  dust  upon  her  head  ! 
She  weepeth  sore  in  the  night,  her  tears 
are  on  her  cheeks;  her  blood  hath  been 
shed  by  strangers,  and  hath  stained  the 
skirts  of  her  clothing.  How  hath  the  Lord 
covered  us  with  a  cloud  in  the  day  of  His 
anger  I  He  hath  thrown  down  our  strong- 
holds, and  polluted  the  sanctuary  where 
his  name  hath  long  dwelt.  A  flaming  fire 
devoureth  us,  thorns  are  set  in  om^  eyes. 
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our  teetli  are  broken  by  tbem  tbat  have 
us  in  derision.  The  heatlien  have  come 
into  our  inheritance,  our  holy  temple  have 
they  defiled,  and  made  the  homes  of  our 
fathers  heaps  of  ashes.  0  Lord  !  the  dead 
bodies  of  thy  servants  have  they  given  to 
be  meat  unto  the  fowls  of  heaven,  and  the 
flesh  of  thy  saints  to  the  beasts  of  the  earth. 
Their  blood  have  they  shed  like  water, 
and  there  was  none  to  bury  us.  We  are 
become  a  reproach  to  our  neighbours,  a 
scorn  and  derision  to  them  that  are  round 
about  us.  The  sighs  of  the  prisoner,  the 
lamentation  of  the  widow,  the  groanings  of 
the  fatherless,  ascend  to  heaven,  from  these 
valleys  where  the  Most  High  received  the 
incense  of  prayer  and  praise.  Our  elders  sit 
upon  the  ground,  and  keep  silence,  our 
mothers  quake  for  their  firstborn,  our 
virgins  hang  down  their  heads  to  the 
ground,  our  little  ones  are  dashed  against 
the  stones  ;  we  are  become  as  Sodom,  yea, 
we  are  unto  the  Lord  even  as  Gomorrah. 
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Our  young  and  old  lie  upon  our  mountains, 
our  virgins  liave  fallen  by  tlie  sword,  tliey 
are  slain,  tliey  are  dead,  their  remembrance 
is  cut  off.     Alas  !  liow  is  our  gold  become 
dross,  and  our  silver  even  as  tlie  mire  of 
the  streets  !     Tlie  tongue  of  the  sucking 
child  cleaveth  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth,  the 
young  children  ask  bread,  but  no  mother 
breaketh  it  for  them.     Our  inheritance  is 
turned  to  strangers,  our  houses  to  aliens. 
We  are  orphans,  and  fatherless;  our  mothers 
are  widows.     Yet  the  Lord  is  in  His  holy 
temple.   His  eyes  behold  the  things  that  are 
done  in  the  earth,  and  He  hath  appointed 
a  day  in  which  He  will  make  inquisition 
for  blood.     Withdraw  thy  hand  from  thy 
bosom,  0  Lord !  let   thine  arm  be  bared ; 
arise   and  help  us   for  Thy  name's   sake. 
It  is  of  His  mercies  that  we  are  not  con- 
sumed ;  for  the  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is 
a  God  of  right,  just  and  true  are  all  His 
ways.  We  have  sinned,  but  Thou  art  holy,  0 
Thou  that  inhabitest  the  praises  of  Israel !" 


110       THE    SIX   SISTEES    OP   THE    VALLEYS. 

B.odolplie  ceased.  A  sound  was  heard 
as  if  some  one  was  descending  by  tlie  tun- 
nel into  .tlie  cavern.  By  tlieir  noise  and 
oatlis  lie  knew  they  were  tlie  soldiers  of 
Pianesse,  intent  upon  the  destruction  of 
heretics  by  fire  or  sword.  His  spirit 
ebbed,  and  he  felt  as  if  his  life  were  sink- 
ing. But  he  raised  his  thoughts  to  that 
God  to  whom  darkness  and  light  are  both 
ahke,  and  whose  eye  searcheth  through 
the  heart  of  the  earth  as  on  the  plains 
of  heaven. 

"  Father  of  mercies  !"  he  gasped,  "  the 
time  has  come  at  last,  my  soul  must  stand 
before  Thee.  I  approach  Thee  in  the  name 
of  Christ,  whose  gospel  for  forty  years  I 
have  striven  to  preach  in  these  my  father's 
valleys,  and  now  I  die  in  them  alone  ! 
an  outcast !  in  the  heart  of  the  rock, 
where  fourscore  years  ago  my  boyish 
footsteps  roved  for  the  spring  flower ;  but. 
I  murmur  not :  the  passage  to  Thy  pre- 
sence  is     speedy ;    and    when   there,    the 
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blackest  past  is  like  a  dream  when  one 
awaketk.  Lay  not  tkese  sins  to  the  cliarge 
of  tkese  deluded  men ;  we  kave  suffered,  but 
God  forbid  tkat  we  skould  console  ourselves 
witk  tke  tkougkts  of  tkeir  misery  !  Protect 
tkose  of  my  family  wko  yet  live,  and  quenck 
not  tke  ligkt  of  our  Ckurck,  nor  remove 
our  candlestick  utterly  out  of  its  place." 

Having  uttered  tkese  words,  Eodolpke 
fell  into  a  state  of  insensibikty  from  weak- 
ness and  mental  distress. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


THE    CAVERN. 


Ceeeping  upon  his  hands  and  knees  Mal- 
vicino  forced  liis  way  throngh  the  entangled 
bushes,  in  hope  of  discovering  the  object 
of  his  search.  His  progress  was  slow, 
owing  to  the  broken  stones  and  interlacing 
brushwood,  and  being  unaccustomed  to  the 
mountains  he  was  soon  confused  as  to  his 
direction  and  landmarks.  But  his  passion 
lent  impetus  to  his  faihng  strength.  He  beat 
about  for  some  time  without  success,  and 
was  about  to  withdraw  from  the  pursuit  in 
despair,  when  the  flutter  of  female  raiment, 
at  no  great  distance,  revived  his  energies. 
On  he  went  over  briar  and  brake,  into  a 
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more  entangled  wood,  until  lie  was  sud- 
denly arrested  at  the  edge  of  a  precipice. 
The  Abbot  paused  as  he  rested  on  his 
hands  and  knees,  at  the  brink  of  a  fearfd 
chasm,  which  yawned  beneath  for  many 
hundreds  of  feet,  and  in  the  clefts  of  which 
the  winter  snow  lay  still  unmelted.  Mal- 
vicino  drew  in  his  breath  as  he  stretched  his 
head  over  the  dizzy  gulf,  and  reahzed  liis 
fate  should  any  loose  stone  precipitate  him 
into  the  abyss  beneath. 

"  By  the  taxes  of  John  XXII.,"  he  ex- 
claimed, as  he  smweyed  the  valley,  "  how 
bravely  yon  flag  on  the  convent  floats  in 
the  breeze  !  I  see  patches  of  smoke  in  the 
valley,-  as  if  the  soldiers  of  the  cross  had 
been  mindful  of  their  vows." 

Notwithstanding  the  cruel  creed  which 
enslaved  Malvicino,  the  finer  feehngs  of 
human  nature  were  not  wholly  extinct 
within  his  soul,  and  even  amid  the  ardour 
of  his  pursuit  he  yielded  the  involuntary 
homage  of  a  pause  to  the  wonders  of  Nature. 

VOL.    III.  I 
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But  those  beauties  were  types  of  tliouglits 
long  foreign  to  liis  lieart.  Its  kindlier  in- 
stincts liad  been  uprooted  in  tlie  service  of 
tlie  Cliurcli,  and  tlie  stamp  of  hypocrisy  and 
passion  made  the  furies  within  glow  more 
fiercely  than  before. 

''  Ah,  ye  scenes  of  Nature,"  muttered 
he,  "  ye  speak  to  a  seared  heart.     By  Hil- 
debrand,  was  I  not  once  a  boy  ?   Had  I  not 
once  the  desire  of  doing  what  was  right?  Yea, 
did  not  some  fair  vision  of  purity  light   up 
my  path  before  this  cowl  and  gown  were  re- 
lentlessly forced  upon  me  ?    Alas  !  I  cannot 
stop — fate  hurries  me  on — I  love — I  have 
advanced   too    far — possession    or  ruin — 
success  or  death  are  my  only  alternatives. 
But  if  I  tarry  here  I  shall  lose  all  chance 
of  finding  my  prize,   and  my  head  swims 
with  looking  over  this   precipice.     'No,  I 
must  advance,  and  I  promised  the  soldiers 
some    sport    if    they    would     accompany 
me.     I   think  there    may  be  some  upland 
farms  near  here,  which  have  escaped  our 
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missionaries.  So  I  will  set  an  example  of 
wliat  a  Franciscan  can  clo  in  the  Chnrcli's 
service.  But  let  me  first  get  out  of  tliis 
difficulty.  I  liear  some  one  near  me. 
Cattalin!    Cattalin!" 

"  How  now.  Holy  Abbot  ?  There  !  my 
sword  has  cut  away  some  of  the  bushes. 
You  are  close  to  a  track  wliich  you  have 
somehow  missed." 

"  By  the  Cardinals  who  quarrelled  for 
two  years  before  they  could  elect  a  Pope," 
exclaimed  Malvicino,  as  he  gained  the  high 
ground,  "  this  is  better.  Kow  let  us  do 
some  work,  and  capture  or  destroy  some 
heretics,  or  kidnap  some  for  my  institution 
at  Pignerol,  which  has  got  some  vacant 
beds  again." 

''Ha,  Holy  Father,"  rephed  Cattalin, 
'•'  look  !  do  you  see  that  ledge  in  the  steep 
side  of  that  hill  yonder  ?  I  have  heard  them 
speak  of  the  cavern  of  Castelluzzo,  which  is 
in  this  neighbourhood,  where  the  heretics 
used  to  camp  ui  old  times.     I'll  bet  you  a 
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flagon  of  Orvieto,  there  are  some  in  there 
on  their  marrow-bones,  and  your  girl 
among  them,  I  dare  say." 

"  Do  not  speak  so  profanely  to  your 
holy  Father,"  replied  Malvicino,  ''or  I  may 
keep  the  key  of  purgatory  fast  when  you 
get  in.     I'll  go  with  you  to  the  place." 

Following  the  winding  gorges  formed  by 
the  rugged  spurs  of  the  Yandahn,  they  were 
not  long  in  reaching  the  place  indicated. 

"  This  is  the  spot,  Abbot,"  said  Cattalin, 
''  but  how  are  we  to  get  down  ?  There 
must  be  a  way  somewhere." 

"  There,"  exclaimed  Lemna,  coming  up, 
''  look  on  that  ledge,  that's  a  good  shot  I 
made ;  I  ought  to  get  promotion  for  it  in 
the  profession.  I  killed  the  young  fellow  as 
dead  as  mutton." 

"This  place  looks  steep.  Father,"  in- 
terposed the  other;  ''have  you  a  mind  to 
grasp  these  rocks,  and  go  down  back- 
wards ?" 

"  I  have  heard,"  rejoined  Lemna,  "  that 
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there  is  a  way  from  the  top,  through  a  hole 
or  a  tunnel  of  some  sort." 

''By  Pope  Nicholas  III.,  who  declared 
the  eg^s^s  which  the  Franciscans  ate  were 
not  their  jDroperty,  that  plan  will  do ;  my 
sons,  I'm  not  very  fat,  though  I  am  not  so 
slim  as  I  was  at  eighteen,  but  I  can  take  off 
my  cloak  if  necessary.  One  of  you  can  go 
down  first,  and  if  you  stand  at  the  bottom  I 
can  rest  my  foot  on  yom*  head  and  get  down 
so ;  "  for  the  Abbot  was  afraid  of  his  soldiers 
descending  first  and  finding  Ardoine.  He 
was  therefore  determined  to  make  the  effort 
himself  at  all  hazards. 

"  Well,  tuck  up  your  raiment.  Holy 
Father  ;  my  sword  here  could  lighten  your 
skirts  considerably,  and  you  would  then 
carry  less  weight." 

"  By  Pope  John  XXII.,  who  maintained 
that  the  Franciscan  had  property,  I  can- 
not part  with  an  inch  of  my  robe,  although 
it's  full  of  holes,"  replied  the  Abbot ;  looking 
down  into  the  aperture,  "it's  a  narrow  and 
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an  ugly  place,  and  if  three  or  four  of  tliose 
harhets  should  be  at  the  bottom  waiting  to 
receive  me,  I'm  afraid  that  my  body  might 
get  a  prick,  which  would  be  worse  than  a 
Turin  lancet.  Kow,  soldiers  of  the  cross," 
continued  he,  tightening  his  robes,  ''  take 
care.  There,  have  you  got  hold  of  my  foot  ? 
place  it  somewhere  to  the  right.  Can't  you 
find  a  notch  in  the  rock  ?  How  do  these  here- 
tic wolves  get  down  ?  By  Pope  Alexander^ 
I'd  rather  be  in  my  confessional  box.  Oh! 
take  care,  soldier,  you're  squeezing  my  foot 
which  has  corns.  There,  is  this  the 
ground?  Soldiers,"  shouted  Malvicino, 
"  here  is  some  one !  But  by  all  the 
deposed  Popes,  it's  not  the  one  we  seek. 
Strike  a  light,  that  we  may  see  who  it 
is.  It's  doubtless  some  heretic  who  has 
come  here  to  pray." 

''  One  minute,  Ploly  Father,  and  my  flint 
will  give  us  a  light.   There,  at  your  service." 

Seizing  the  light  in  his  left  hand,  the 
Abbot  stooped  down  to  examine  the  body 
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whicL.  lay  at  his  feet.  He  threw  back  the 
cloth  which  partially  covered  the  face,  and 
looked  at  it  steadily  without  speaking.  It 
was  the  face  of  an  old  man.  His  silvery 
hair  lay  scattered  over  the  cold  damp 
ground,  and  his  eye  seemed  dim,  as  if 
his  strength  had  ebbed  for  lack  of  food. 

"By  Leo,  I  remember  my  friend," 
exclaimed  Mahicino ;  "it's  the  old  pastor 
of  La  Baudene,  who  survived  the  plague 
some  twenty  years  ago.  This  mountain  air 
has  agreed  with  the  old  fellow,  for  he's  had 
a  long  lease  of  life.  A  pestilent  fellow  was 
this  said  Eodolphe,  and  I  remember  how 
he  silenced  the  famous  Jesuit  in  that  dis- 
putation at  La  Tom\  Come,  old  boy,  your 
sands  are  out  now.  Here,  comrades,  a  di^op 
of  water  or  spirit,  or  we  shall  not  make  a 
convert  of  him.  Open  his  mouth.  There, 
pom^  a  drop  down  his  throat.  I  wonder  at 
finding  the  harhet  thus  alone  in  the  cavern. 
It's  hardly  hke  those  heretics  to  desert 
the  old  in  this  way.     ISTay,  here's  a  httle 
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one  near  him.  Take  care,  Cattalin,  you'll 
be  treading  on  the  animal.  Ah !  and  here's 
the  ledge,  and  by  Pope  Leo  here's  the  sonl 
yom^  bullet's  shriven,  Lemna.  Kick  the  car^ 
rion  down ;  there's  a  wolf  down  there  waiting 
for  his  rations,  I  know.  If  not,  a  bird  or 
two  would  like  a  dainty  bit  for  their  next 
meal.  May  the  same  fate  befal  me  if  I  don't 
send  him  off  !  Not  unlikely  there  are  some 
more  heretics  hereabouts.  I  should  not 
wonder  if  Ardoine  has  been  here  to  look  after 
him.     We  must  look  through  the  cavern." 

"  I  don't  see  any  other  hve  stock  in  it 
at  present,  Holy  Father,"  said  Cattalin,  "  al- 
though from  the  look  of  the  fountain  and 
this  sort  of  an  oven,  there  have  been  some  of 
them  here.  It's  a  roomy  place,  and  I  heard 
that  several  hundred  lodged  here  when  they 
were  first  turned  out  by  Gastaldo's  edict." 

'' What  do  you  say,  Cattalin?"  asked 
the  Abbot ;  "  will  you  keep  guard  here,  and 
see  if  you  can  catch  her  ?  If  you  do  you  may 
count  on  your  helmet  full  of  gold  pieces." 
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"  Nay,  Holy  Father,  I  dare  not  stay  here 
alone,  not  even  if  St.  Agatha  were  nnder 
the  same  cloak  as  myself;  I  feel  already  as 
if  my  hair  were  an  inch  longer." 

"  Well  then,  lend  a  hand.  There  tie 
his  hands  together ;  now  his  feet ;  now  lift 
liim  up,  and  I'll  shew  the  way.  I  think  I 
saw  the  signs  of  a  house  of  some  sort,  not 
very  far  off  to  the  right.  We'll  go  there 
and  consider  what  must  be  done,  and  how 
we  can  find  the  girl.  Old  fellow,  I  should 
not  wonder  if  you  know  something  about 
her  whereabouts.  We  must  give  him  a 
drop  to  recruit  him,  and  then  he  must  find 
his  tongue.  There  take  care — don't  hit 
his  head  against  the  rock.  Be  careful  till 
our  work  is  done.  We  must  convert  him. 
Now,  Gaspardo^  are  you  at  the  top  ?  Hawl 
up  slowly — we'll  go  to  that  building  which 
I  see  a  httle  way  lower  down  on  the  right. 
The  sun  is  sinking.  Ah,  soldiers  !  bring 
our  other  prisoner  this  way." 


CHAPTEE  XIY. 


INDTJLGENTIA    PLENAETA. 


The  party  of  soldiers,  under  the  guidance 
of  Malvicino,  soon  readied  tlie  farm  of 
Cliabriol,  wliere  tliey  determined  to  spend 
the  night. 

"  Bring  our  prisoners  this  way,  Cattahn ; 
here  is  an  outhouse,  with  some  hay  good 
enough  for  heretics  and  apostates.  We 
will  put  you  on  duty  over  them ;  but  do 
not  snore.  "Wait ;  by  all  the  Guelfic  Popes, 
we'll  make  your  duty  hght.  Their  hands  are 
tied  and  their  feet.  This,  I  think,  will  stop 
them  from  flying,  if  we  tack  the  old  one  on 
to  the  young  one.  There  !  back  to  back,  I 
mean,  you  stupid  varlet." 


"t'lf^ 


li.;,  " 


Tack  the  old  one  on  to  the  young  one. 


There  '.  hack  to  back. 
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Malvicino  paused  as  lie  looked  steadily  at 
Eodolplie  and  E chard,  and  a  glare  of  malice 
crossed  his  features.  He  seemed  filled 
with  tumultuous  thoughts.  '^  Strange," 
muttered  he,  "  twenty-two  years  ago ! 
How  fate  seems  to  have  linked  my  lot  to 
his !  thouo'h  we  have  been  rather  at  cross 
purposes." 

"  Ha,  ha,  master  officer,"  continued  he 
aloud,  "you  are  a  renegade.  Our  holy 
Church  has  discovered  your  flirtations  with 
a  daughter  of  Satan.  Why  did  you  not 
keep  your  appointment  on  the  grave  ? 
That  was  not  pohte  of  you !  By  Pope 
Alexander  YI.,  he  would  not  have  been 
so  ungallant.  He  always  put  the  ladies 
before  the  Chmxh.  But  when  did  you 
make  love  ?  Was  it  when  you  dehvered 
Gastaldo's  edict  that  you  caught  sight  of 
the  blue  eyes  ?  Ah!  those  were  fine  scenes 
in  the  dungeon ;  to  see  you  and  Pianesse 
strugghng  together  was  bhss  to  the  poor 
Franciscan.     My  fi^iend,  if  he  gets  hold  of 
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you,  the  rack  will  be  too  good  for  you,  for 
lie's  still  rubbing  liis  foreliead  from  the 
blow  you  gave  him." 

"Malvicino,"  replied  E chard,  "  I  have 
known  you  long.  I  saw  you  at  the  Mar- 
chioness'  bedside,  when  her  dying  agonies 
convulsed  her,  and  little  did  I  think  you 
were  such  a  black  hypocrite ;  but  I  ask  no 
favours ;  if  I  must  die,  I  thank  God  that  I 
have  hght  enough  to  cast  myself  upon  his 
Son,  whose  blood  cleanseth  from  all  sin." 

''So  you  have  also  learned  to  prate 
since  you  have  kept  gay  company;  your 
time  has  been  usefully  employed  among  the 
Apostolicals,  as  my  friend  the  Dominican 
calls  them.  Well,  sleep  well,  late  godson 
of  Pianesse,  for  you  know  not  what  the 
morrow  will  bring  forth." 

The  voices  of  the  riotous  soldiers  in 
the  adjoining  building  drowned  Malvicino's 
voice,  as  they  were  joined  by  a  few  more 
who  had  been  roaming  over  the  mountains 
in  search  of  victims  for  their  zeal. 
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"  Well,  Stepliano,"  said  a  dark  man  with 
very  black  liair  and  beard,  on  wliicli  the 
stains  of  blood  could  be  seen,  ''  I  think 
I  have  earned  the  Indulgentia  Plenaria, 
which  our  priest  told  us  of  last  Palm  Sun- 
day. I  felt  I  wanted  it,  and  I  have  done 
my  best  to  earn  it." 

"  How  many  do  you  reckon  ?"  inquired 
Berru,  who  had  rejoined  the  others  ;  "not 
up  to  me,  I'll  bet." 

''  Don't  be  too  sure,  although  you 
ought  to  labour  for  the  Indulgentia,  for 
the  Church  opened  your  prison  doors  to  do 
her  work,  and  I  think  you  find  these  green 
swards  better  than  your  stone  walls  and 
rusty  irons.  You  may  have  a  good  roll, 
but  others  can  work  as  well,  for  the  sun 
was  not  made  to  shine  on  you  alone." 

"  1^0,  you  may  go  halves ;  but  let's 
hear  your  sum,  and  see  if  you've  cleared 
your  scores,  and  have  really  earned  your 
Indulgentia  Flenaria,  as  you  call  it." 

"  My   roll   to-day    is    sixteen.     I   shot 
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three  women  in  a  wood  on  the  next  ridge, 
we  cut  up  two  or  three  of  the  little  ones, 
flung  two  girls  off  the  rocks,  chopped  off 
the  arms  and  legs  of  two  old  men  and 
women,  and  burnt  a  few  of  them  in  the 
farm  itself." 

"  Well,  a  good  day's  work,  I  reckon." 
"  Yes,  that  it  is.  My  arm  aches  in  the 
service  of  the  Church ;  and  I've  not  got 
an  empty  purse.  E  un  mat  giuoco  dove 
nessuno  guadagna.  I  shall  be  able  to  settle 
my  tavern  scores  now,  and  to  clear  off 
your  claims.  And  have  you  heard,  comrade, 
what  Pancaher  did  ?  He  found  one  harhet 
who  had  been  in  the  wars ;  so  he  filled  his 
mouth  with  powder,  and  when  he  put  his 
match  to  it,  oh !  you  should  have  seen  the 
blowup;  and,"  continued  he,  dropping  liis 
voice,  "I'll  tell  you  what  Morosa  did  to  a 
girl  in  the  hamlet  of  Copiet." 

"  Good !  the  Saints  shall  have  them  in 
dominion  is  written,  I  believe,  some- 
where.     But    we've     a    couple     in     the 
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house  liere  wliicli  our  lioly  Fatlier  has 
caught ;  we  must  stir  him  up  to  do  some- 
thing with  them,  especially  as  to-morrow's 
Easter  Sunday." 

"  Easter,  is  it  ?  That  would  be  a  good 
time  to  do  God  service  by  the  slaughter  of 
a  heretic.     Who  are  they  here  ? 

"  There  is  an  old  fellow,  one  of  your 
preachers  of  the  rehgion,  and  a  young  man ; 
he  has  on  an  officer's  uniform,  and  I  think 
I've  seen  liis  face  at  Turin,  but  there's 
some  quarrel  between  liim  and  Plane sse 
about  some  girl,  whom  the  Abbot  wants  to 
find." 

"  Does  he  want  her  for  the  Marquis  or 
himself?"  asked  the  soldier. 

"  Ah,"  rephed  the  other,  placing  his 
finger  on  his  nose,  "  you  must  not  ask  con- 
fession from  those  to  whom  we  confess.  I 
think  a  slip  or  two  on  their  part  will  inchne 
them  to  leave  the  door  ajar  for  us,  eh  ?" 

''You're  right,  comrade.  We  must 
get  him  to  send  the  old  gentleman  ofi*  the 
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crag  to-morrow.  There' s  a  fine  place  above 
liere — as  splendid  a  leap  as  ever  you  saw." 

"  Are  our  soldiers  in  all  tlie  valleys  ?" 

''  Yes,  last  night  tliey  were  in  every 
house  in  every  commune  except  Rora; 
French,  Irish,  and  several  thousand  Pied- 
montese.  These  harhets  beheve  all  you 
say,  and  they  have  received  the  regiments 
in  every  hamlet  in  Lucerna  and  Angrogna. 
AYhy,  did'nt  you  see  the  smoke  to-day? 
Those  clouds  showed  we  had  been  doing 
our  work  pretty  fairly.  I  wonder  what 
the  roll  of  slain  heretics  will  be  to-night. 
Can  you  guess  ?" 

"I'm  a  good  hand  at  guessing.  I 
should  say  there'll  be  four  thousand  killed, 
but  what's  going  to  be  done  with  Hora  ?" 

'^I  don't  know.  I  only  know  that 
there  were  no  soldiers  there  last  night, 
and  therefore  I  suppose  the  heretics  there 
have  come  off  scot  free.  But  now,  comrade, 
with  your  leave,  I'm  tired.  Pull  out  your 
rosary,  if  you  have  one,   and  just   say   a 
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Fetter  and  Ave  on  my  account :  after  my 
work,  I  may  be  excused  saying  my  prayers. 
And  by  tlie  Popes  and  Abbots  I've 
made  a  good  many  say  tbeir  prayers  to- 
day for  tbe  last  time.  Many  of  tliem 
prayed  like  saints  even  wlien  tliey  were  half 
dead.  Really  it  makes  me  shudder  to  think 
of  it.  But  there,  that's  enough.  Good- 
night." 


VOL.  III.  K 


CHAPTSE  XY. 


THE    CHALET. 


E CHARD  lay  bound  back  to  back  with  Eo- 
dolpke,  and  liis  raven  liair  presented  a 
striking  contrast  to  tlie  silver  locks  of  tlie 
old  man.  It  was  a  solemn  union,  for  it  was 
probably  tke  last  nigkt  tlia^t  tliey  might  pass 
on  earth,  and  a  dread  fellowsMp  is  the  fel- 
lowship of  suffering  and  death  !  They  lay 
motionless  for  some  time  though  both  were 
awake,  absorbed  with  the  forebodings  of  the 
gloomy  future.  Easter  Saturday  was  on 
the  wane,  and  its  morning  tragedies  had 
been  added  to  the  catalogue  of  human 
crimes,  which  have  been  accumulating  for 
nearly  six  thousand  years,  until  the  knell 
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of  man's  history  sounds  once  and  for  ever. 
The  leaden  clouds  obscured  the  moon, 
and  cast  their  duskj  shadows  on  the  half 
distinguishable  objects,  but  the  mountain 
blasts  were  lulled,  and  the  spines  of  the 
firs  nodded  placidly  in  the  sleepy  breeze. 
Eodolphe  looked  through  a  small  rent  in 
the  wooden  side  of  the  cMlet,  and  sighed 
as  he  beheld  the  sullen  heavens,  but  he 
had  not  withdrawn  his  gaze  before  the 
dark  clouds  brake,  and  a  few  brio;ht  stars 
shone  forth  in  the  hmited  portion  of  the 
firmament  visible  to  the  prisoner. 

"0  God!"  said  Eodolphe,  ''I  thank 
Thee  for  those  emblems  of  imniortahty  ; 
*they  that  be  wise  shall  shine  as  the 
brightness  of  the  firmament,  and  they  that 
turn  many  to  righteousness  as  the  stars  for 
ever  and  ever.'  I  trust  that  I  have  in  some 
measure  fulfilled  the  solemn  charge  allotted 
to  me.  Father,  for  Christ's  sake  forgive 
me  where  I  have  failed,  and  deliver  me  fi^om 
bloodguiltiness.     0    God  !    I   thank   Thee 
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that  my  Saviour  liatli  wrouglit  a  finislied 
salvation  on  wliicli  I  can  safely  rest,  and 
that  his  blood  cleanseth  from  all  sin." 

"0  my  father!"  whispered  E chard 
softly,  "if  by  such  a  name  I  may  address 
one  whom  I  have  not  seen  before,  let  me 
hear  you  speak  further  of  those  truths  ;  I 
would  fain  be  your  disciple,  and  depart  in 
the  faith  of  your  creed :  for  we  may  perish 
together  to-morrow." 

Eodolphe  paused,  and  was  silent.  His 
frame  trembled  at  the  sound  of  that  voice, 
as  if  it  recalled  strange  memories  and 
awoke  conflicting  emotions. 

"  Father,"  continued  the  young  man, 
"  if  I  offend  you  not,  nor  interrupt  your 
meditations,  speak  words  of  truth  to  me, 
and  lead  me  to  your  rock  of  comfort." 

Again  the  old  man  trembled  violently, 
and  a  tear  stood  in  his  eye  as  he  listened 
to  the  request  of  his  companion. 

"Son,"  replied  he,  "  your  voice  sounds 
sweetly,  and  not  unfamiliar  to  my  ear.     It 
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reminded  me  of  my  eldest  daughter,  and 
I  felt  overcome  to  liave  liome  recalled 
as  I  liover  on  the  brink  of  death,  when  I 
was  banishing  all  thoughts  of  earth.'* 

"  Alas !  my  father,  you  are  old  and 
I  am  young,  and  yet  we  are  both  knit 
together  by  suffering.  That  word  home  is 
indeed  one  to  stir  our  sorrows,  though  I 
have  never  known  it  in  its  fall  sweetness.'' 

''  But  I  have,  young  friend ;  I  have  seen 
my  children  grow  up  around  me,  I  have 
had  my  children's  children  on  my  knees, 
who,  as  you  know,  are  Nature's  second  gifts 
to  the  old,  to  be  their  last  and  sweet 
remembrance  of  life.  I  have  seen  many 
sorrows  in  my  life,  for  I  am  eighty-five 
years  old  and  my  hair  is  grey.  I  can  look 
back  to  the  horrors  of  the  plague ;  but  when 
I  compare  that  time  with  these  present  suf- 
ferings, I  feel  let  me  fall  into  the  hand  of 
the  Lord  and  not  into  the  hand  of  man." 

''  Tell  me,  if  it  be  not  too  painful  to  you, 
what  sorrows  have  brought  you  here  ?" 
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'^  Infandum  renovave  juhes,  regina,  do- 
lorem.  I  lived  on  the  otlier  side  of  tlie 
Felice,  among  those  who  were  banished  by 
Gastaldo's  edict.  Oh,  how  brightly  the 
I^ew  Year  began  !  when  my  whole  honse- 
hold  came  and  knelt  before  me  to  receive 
my  blessing ;  and  things  w^ent  well  with  ns 
nntil  the  24th,  when  this  edict  ejected  ns 
in  three  days.  It  was  a  bitter,'^bitter  com- 
ment on  our  being  strangers  and  pilgrims 
on  earth.  Oh  hoAV  I  feel  its  poignant 
emphasis  myself  to-night,  alone  in  the 
hands  of  strangers,  bereft  of  my  daughters, 
having  seen  my  grandchildren  cut  off  be- 
fore my  eyes.  I  feel  that  to-night  is  my 
last  night  on  earth,  and  I  can  truly  say, 
'  Come  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly.'  " 

"  Tell  me,  father,  about  your  home 
scenes ;  let  these  memories  rather  hghten 
than  increase  our  sorrows." 

"  Ah,  it  would  take  me  a  long  time ; 
you  know  an  old  man's  tongue  runs  on 
when  it  talks  of  the  past,  especially  when 
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it  lias  been  bright.  All  my  six  daugliters 
dwelt  around  me  wedded  to  six  brothers, 
one  in  heart  and  love.  No  angry  jars  rent 
ns  in  twain,  and  from  the  children  I  received 
those  tokens  of  love  which  are  so  grateful 
to  the  old.  Ah,  when  I  think  of  the 
flowers  plucked  from  these  heights  to  be 
my  morning  offering,  when  I  review  the 
anticipation  of  my  wants,  and  hear  again 
the  evening  strains  which  soothed  me  to 
rest,  when  I  remember  a  thousand  httle 
kindnesses,  then  an  old  man's  dying  bless- 
ing must  rest  on  that  daughter's  head,  and 
in  my  last  prayer  I  shall  whisper  my  beloved 
Ardoine's  name." 

''  Ardoine  !  Ardoine  !  Do  you  know 
Ardoine  ?  Oh,  speak  and  explain  your- 
self." 

"  I  do  indeed  ;  she  is  my  granddaughter, 
and  was  hke  the  child  of  my  old  age." 

"  Oh  then,  aged  father,  you  have  a  son 
near  you.  I  know  Ardoine — I  love  Ar- 
doine.    How  can  I  tell  you  all  ?     I  saved 


136       THE    SIX   SISTERS    OF   THE   VALLEYS. 

lier  from  danger,  I  escaped  from  tlie  con- 
vent of  La  Tom^  last  night,  and  was  with 
her  on  this  mountain  not  many  hours  ago. 
I  went  to  rescue  some  unhappy  woman,  and 
we  got  separated,  and  I  have  been  taken 
prisoner.  Speak  low,  for  Malvicino,  who  has 
captured  us,  is  seeking  her  for  some  fell 
purpose  of  his  own.  Oh,  if  she  should  be 
captured  !  God  grant  that  she  may  escape, 
though  I  may  never  see  her  more." 

''Have  faith,  young  man,  and  trust  in 
God.  I  am  old,  and  I  have  found  Him  to 
be  a  faithful  God,  though  his  providences 
are  deep  and  unsearchable.  Let  us  pray 
to  Him  to  shield  my  darhng  girl.  She  was 
my  pride  and  my  dehght.  She  ministered 
to  me  with  the  tenderness  of  a  daughter, 
and  could  I  but  see  her  once  more  and 
give  her  my  dying  blessing,  I  should  die 
happier." 

"Alas,  Father  Rodolphe,  it  is  impos- 
sible." 

"Say  not  so,  for  with  God  all  things 
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are  possible.  Look  now,  my  son,  I  am  an 
old  man,  and  speak  as  on  tlie  verge  of  eter- 
nity. I  was  Moderator  of  tliese  Churclies, 
and  during  my  last  night  on  eartli  I  will 
remember  my  ofl&ce  and  preacli  tlie  gospel. 
May  the  Lord  give  me  some  fruit  for  my  last 
earthly  effort  in  his  cause  !  Let  my  words 
then  sink  into  your  ears.  '  Other  foun- 
dation can  no  man  lay  than  that  is  laid, 
which  is  Jesus  Christ.'  Salvation  is  a  free 
gift,  and  a  finished  work.  We  must  not 
add  to  it,  nor  can  we  take  from  it.  We 
must  accept  it,  free,  full,  perfect,  as  the 
sunshine ;  we  must  receive  the  benefit, 
and  give  God  the  glory.  '  The  wages  of 
sin  is  death;  but  the  free  gift  of  God 
is  eternal  hfe,  through  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord.'" 

"  It  is  glorious,  venerable  Moderator,  to 
hear  you  speak  thus,  and  so  different  to  the 
advice  the  priest  gave  me  at  Rome,  when  I 
went  to  confess,  to  ease,  if  possible,  a  bur- 
dened conscience.     Are  there  no  merits,  no 
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alms,  no  good  works,  wliicli  we  must  bring 
to  God  to  earn  lieaven  ?" 

"  None ;  this  would  be  to  insult  Him. 
Grod  is  the  Saviour,  man  is  the  sinner ;  the 
one  character  is  our  shame,  the  other  God's 
glory.  If  we  could  save  ourselves,  why 
should  Christ  have  laboured  in  the  furnace 
for  us  ?  This  is  the  doctrine  which  I  have 
preached  for  fifty  years,  and  it  has  been 
our  fathers'  creed  for  centuries,  drawn  from 
the  Word  of  God." 

"  Oh,  father,  speak,  speak  on.  I  love 
to  hear  your  voice,  for  I  feel  the  yearnings 
of  a  son  towards  you ;  it  beguiles  the 
tedious  hours  of  the  weary  night.  But,  oh  I 
let  me  ask  your  forgiveness  if  I  have  taken 
any  part  against  you.  It  was  I  who 
enforced  Gastaldo's  edict  on  the  24ith  of 
January,  It  was  I  who  entered  the  farm 
of  La  Baudene,  and  spake  words  of  menace 
in  the  midst  of  your  loving  household. 
And  yet  it  was  against  my  inner  feelings. 
But  I  am  chano'ed  now.     I  too  have  suf- 
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ferecl,  but  gradually  I  have  learnt  more  of 
trutli,  and  I  liave  come  out  from  that 
Churcli  whose  bloodj  zeal  I  have  long 
looked  upon  "vrith  abhorrence.  Oh  forgive 
me  !     Accept  me  as  a  son  and  a  convert." 

'•'  Peace  be  vdth  you  1  I  bless  God  that 
He  hath  allowed  me  this  great  privilege  of 
declaring  his  truth,  even  to  the  last.  The 
Lord  strengthen  thy  faith,  and  fulfil  all 
thy  counsel." 

"Father,"  continued  E chard  after  a 
pause,  '^  rebuke  me  not  if  I  make  one 
request;  death,  it  is  true,  seems  before 
us,  but  still  my  heart  is  young,  and 
throbs  with  hope ;  and  should  we  perish, 
the  thouQ^ht  would  afford  me  consola- 
tion  in  my  last  moments.  Grant  your 
consent  to  my  union  with  Ardoine,  should 
it  please  God  to  open  a  way  of  escape. 
I  love  her,  and  have  twice  saved  her 
life." 

''Alas!  thou  must  be  young,  if  at 
this  moment  thou  canst  think  of  marrying 
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and  giving  in  marriage.  But  I  was  once 
young  myself.  My  son,  I  would  gladly 
meet  your  wislies,  but  tliere  is  an  obstacle 
in  tlie  way." 

"  What  obstacle,  save  our  danger  ?" 
anxiously  interrupted  Ecliard. 

''Your  religion.  Slie  promised  lier 
mother  on  her  death-bed,  that  she  would 
not  wed  a  E/Oman  Catholic." 

''  But  I  am  not  that,  father,  I  am  a 
Protestant  from  conviction.  From  the  lips 
of  your  family  have  I  heard  truths  which 
have  deepened  my  former  misgivings.  I 
trust  I  feel  the  working  of  the  Spirit  of 
God  mthin  me,  and  the  force  of  that  text 
which  I  found  on  my  dungeon  walls,  '  The 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  us  from 
all  sin.'  Only  this  very  morning,  v^^hen  I 
beheld  the  smoking  valley  of  Lucerna, 
did  I  forswear  the  communion  of  that 
Church  which  has  wrought  such  deeds  of 
hell.  Indeed,  father,  I  am  one  with  you. 
I  am  your  son  in  faith.     Oh  let  jour  dying 
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voice  accept  me  as  your  son  by  blood  like- 
wise !  It  will  at  least  sootlie  my  spirit  in 
the  interval  before  my  deatli." 

''  Peace  be  with  you  !  Should  it  please 
God  to  spare  your  hfe,  wed  her  with 
my  consent  and  blessing,  for  it  would 
then  be  manifest  that  it  was  the  will  of 
God." 

''  0  Lord  !"  sobbed  the  aged  pastor,  as 
the  tears  flowed  down  his  cheeks,  and  his 
spirit  for  a  moment  seemed  to  succumb, 
''  my  heart  is  vexed  within  me — Thou 
hast  visited  me  in  Thine  anger.  Spare 
my  loved  ones,  and  her  whose  young  heart 
I  have  trained  in  Thy  fear." 

A  tear  ghstened  in  E chard's  eye,  as 
he  felt  the  old  man  shake  from  the  tumult 
of  his  feehngs. 

"My  son,"  said  Rodolphe,  after  a 
pause,  ''  I  know  not  yet  your  name.  Tell 
it  me,  that  I  may  pray  for  you  by  name." 

"It  is  Echard,  the  adopted  but  re- 
jected son  of  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse." 
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"  Echard,  I  sliall  perisli  but  you  maj 
escape,  for  God  is  great.  I  bequeath  mj 
Bible  to  Ardoine.  Study  it  yourself.  I 
would  address  you  in  tlie  language  of  Mollio 
of  Bologna ;  '  if  you  liave  no  money,'  said  lie 
to  liis  friend,  ^  pluck  out  your  riglit  eye  to 
enable  you  to  buy  the  Word  of  God,  and. 
read  it  with  your  left.'  My  son,  I  have 
an  old  ring  which  has  escaped  the  spoilers. 
It  was  given  to  me  by  the  Duke's  father, 
when  he  took  refuge  with  us  some  years 
ago  during  the  rebellion  of  '39,  which 
threatened  his  capital.  I  wished  it  to 
be  an  heir-loom,  but  I  will  give  it  you 
on  behalf  of  Ardoine,  and  as  a  token  of 
my  dying  blessing.  Can  you  move  at  all  ? 
Is  not  your  right  hand  more  free  ?  Do 
not  be  too  quick  or  I  may  drop  it,  and 
we  shall  not  be  able  to  find  it  or  to  pick 
it  up  again.     Have  you  got  it  ?" 

"  Thank  you,"  whispered  E chard  with 
intense  feeling,  "thank  you  for  this  pre- 
cious token,  and  for  your  comfort.      If  you 
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have  lielped  to  bring  one  soul  to  your 
Saviour,  youi^  last  niglit  on  earth,  shall 
not  be  barren,  but  may  bring  forth  more 
fruit  than  many  years  of  your  public 
ministry." 

"  God  grant  it  may  be  so,  my  son ;  noTV 
rest  yourself,  and  gain  strength  for  suf- 
fering or  action,  as  it  seemeth  best  to 
our  Heavenly  Father." 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

THE  PATHER  OE  THE  VALLEYS. 

The  hour  whicli  marked  the  commence- 
ment of  Easter  Sunday,  tlie  Resurrection 
Jubilee,  had  sounded  from  the  Cathohc 
towers  which  stood  proudly  defiant  amid 
the  desolation  and  ruin  of  the  Wal- 
densian  temples,  and  E chard,  wearied  with 
the  excitements  and  fatigues  of  the  past 
night  and  day,  had  fallen  asleep.  Ho- 
dolphe  lay  motionless  by  his  side,  engrossed 
with  visions  of  the  past,  with  prayer  for 
the  welfare  of  his  friends,  and  with  spiri- 
tual preparation  for  death  and  eternity. 
Malvicino's  band  were  scattered  in  the 
adjoining  farm,  save  Cattalin  who  guarded 
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the  captives.  He  lay  in  one  corner, 
stretched  upon  some  straw,  in  a  heavy 
slumber,  with  his  hand  grasping  his  loaded 
musket. 

It  was  past  midnight  when  a  female 
came  noiselessly  out  of  the  loft,  which 
formed  the  upper  part  of  the  outbuilding, 
and  was  still  partially  filled  with  the  hay 
of  the  preceding  year.  She  stood  for  a 
moment  at  the  top  of  the  staii^,  as  if 
irresolute  what  course  to  pursue,  and 
paused,  vdtli  fixed  eyes,  half- opened  lips, 
and  bent  head,  as  she  listened  to  detect  the 
tokens  of  danger. 

It  was  Ardoine.  The  sight  of  Mal- 
vicino's  soldiers  had  driven  her  fi^om  the 
place  where  E chard  had  left  her,  and  in 
her  consternation  she  had  wandered  about, 
until,  faint  and  tired,  she  had  hidden  her- 
self among  the  hay  in  this  mountain 
chalet , 

She  gently  descended  the  creaking 
ladder,  but  started  back  suddenly  when  she 

VOL.    III.  L 


146       THE    SIX    SISTEES    OF   THE    VALLEYS. 

saw  two  prostrate  figures  blocking  up  lier 
path  in  the  cliamber  beneath.  She  hesi- 
tated whether  to  proceed  and  escape  to 
E;Ora  or  to  return  to  the  loft,  and  await 
the  light,  and  the  disappearance  of  these 
marauders.  A  break  in  the  clouds  cast  a 
passing  gleam  of  moonlight  on  the  figures. 
On  recognizing  the  countenance  of  her 
beloved  grandfather,  Ardoine  trembled  like 
an  aspen,  and  supported  herself  by  some 
projecting  woodwork,  but  with  the  intuitive 
self-control  of  woman  in  seasons  of  dan- 
ger, she  did  not  betray  herself  by  any 
unguarded  movement.  Her  joy  at  seeing 
the  friend  of  her  youth  was  soon  turned 
into  horror,  on  realizing  that  he  was  a 
captive  in  the  hands  of  the  Abbot.  Her 
eyes  were  so  riveted  to  that  familiar  counte- 
nance, that  for  some  time  she  saw  nothing 
else.  At  length  an  officer's  uniform  glisten- 
ing in  the  pale  moonlight  caught  her  eye. 
She  beheld  a  young  man  who  was  asleep, 
and  tied  back  to  back  with  lier  grandfather. 
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Ste  dared  not  ask  herself  who  it  was.  The 
beats  of  her  heart  interpreted  her  doubts, 
as  sensations  different  in  intensity  and 
qnahty  to  those  with  which  she  regarded 
the  old  man  swelled  within  her  breast. 
Shall  we  blame  her  for  beino-  human? 
Dare  we  hazard  a  censure  because  the  in- 
stmcts  of  our  common  nature  asserted  their 
changeless  power  ?  She  loved  her  grand- 
father with  a  depth  and  purity  that  would 
have  enabled  her  joyfully  to  minister  to 
him  in  a  dungeon  for  a  lifetime,  but 
Echard  touched  those  chords  which  lay 
entwined  with  the  mysteries  of  her  being, 
and  had  evoked  that  latent  master  passion 
which,  when  pure  and  true,  endues 
woman  with  a  second  nature. 

Ardoine  had  received  Eaynald's  homage 
with  the  complacency  of  routine,  for  she 
received  instead  of  requiting  ;  but  now  the 
recesses  of  her  heart  had  been  explored, 
and  her  maidenly  modesty  expanded  its 
chaste  energies  in  the  gush  of  a  virgin  pas- 
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sion.  She  yearned  over  tlie  sleeper,  and 
sought,  amid  the  inventions  of  love,  a 
method  for  his  release,  as  she  stood  breath- 
less in  that  lonesome  place. 

What  various    types   of  human  nature 
did    that    upland   farm    contain    on    that 
Easter   Eve :   the  Abbot,  whose  rest  was 
broken  by  his   disappointment,    ever   and 
anon    in    his    unwelcome     vigils    apostro- 
phizing this   or   that   Pope ;    the    soldiers 
gloating  over  their  deeds  of  blood ;  the  Irish 
dreaming  of  those  valleys  below,  of  vfhicli 
they  would  despoil  the  heretic;  the  aged 
Rodolphe   communing  with  his  God ;  Ec- 
hard  full  of  the  buoyancy  of  life,  but  with 
a  heart  groaning  under  the   shipwreck  of 
his  love ;  Ardoine,  like  an  angel  on  poised 
wing  speaking  to  the  sons  of  earth,  like 
a  star  above  the  rising  evening  mist,  by 
her  mute  beauty,  unconsciously  preaching 
of    the   brighter   hopes    of    the    unknown 
future. 

"  Grandfather,"  said  ArdoinCj  bending 
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over   Rodolphe,  and  gently  whispering  in 
his  ear,  ''grandfather,  it  is  Ardoine." 

''Ah!  God  is  great!  The  Lord  be 
praised,  I  did  indeed  pray  that  I  might 
see  your  face  once  more,  and  bless  my 
child  before  I  die." 

"  Oh,  talk  not  of  dying,  dearest  grand- 
father. I  will  go  and  bring  help.  I  have 
been  obliged  to  flee  from  the  soldiers,  and  I 
took  refage  among  the  hay  in  the  barn,  as 
I  was  too  weary  to  proceed :  little  did  I 
think  that  you  were  so  near." 

"  Child,"  whispered  Rodolphe,  "  I  feel 
that  my  end  is  approaching ;  to-morrow's 
light  may  see  me  enrolled  among  the  glori- 
ous company  of  martyrs.  But  I  am  steadfast 
in  the  faith ;  Christ  my  Saviour  is  a  very 
pleasant  portion,  and  my  severance  from 
Him  is  now  short.  My  child,  what  are 
you  going  to  do  ?" 

"  Oh  grandfather  !  I  will  do  what  you 
think  best.  I  believe  that  there  are  no 
soldiers  at  Rora,   and  part  of  our  family 
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took  refu2:e  there  under  Uncle  Janavel's 
escort.  I  will  flee  tliere  now,  and  bring 
liini  to  your  rescue." 

''  My  child,  you  cannot  expose  yourself 
tlms  amidsucli  dangers  and  at  sucli  anliour." 

''  Cannot  expose  myself,  dear  grand- 
fatlier  ?  Am  I  to  think  of  myself  when  it 
may  be  your  life  trembles  in  the  balance  ? 
and,"  continued  she  hesitatingly,  while  a 
blush  suffused  her  face,  ''  moreover,  you 
are  not  alone  I  see." 

"  True,  for  his  sake  you  are  bound  to  do 
what  you  can,  and  we  must  use  all  proper 
means  so  long  as  God  continues  us  in  this 
world." 

At  this  moment  Cattalin  uttered  a 
heavy  groan,  and  turning  round  on  his 
side,  ground  his  teeth  in  his  sleep,  and 
with  clenched  fist  struck  the  straw.  '^  Kill 
them — kill  them.  Down  with  them.  Kill 
that  old  man  hiding^  behind  that  tree. 
Save  that  girl — there  that  one  with  the 
golden  hair.     She  will  do  for  me.     Don't 
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tell  that  Abbot  of  Pignerol  where  she  is. 
Oh,  spare  the  little  one.  I  hear  her 
prattle.  She  is  burning.  Yon  have  thrown 
her  m  the  fire.  Wretch  !  I  am  a  father.  I 
have  children.  Oh  !  I  saw  her  smile.  I  hear 
her  scream.  What  does  she  say  ?  '  Ardy.' 
What's  that  ?  She  falls  back.  Oh,  let  me 
take  her  home  to  my  wife.  I  lost  a  girl 
like  her.    Hano^  the  harhet.    I  did  it  at  La 

o 

Baudene." 

Having  uttered  these  words  Cattalin 
relapsed  into  his  former  lethargic  sleep. 
During  the  soldier's  ravings  Ardoine's 
cheeks  had  become  ghastly  pale  as  with  the 
hue  of  death,  and  in  her  agony  she  looked 
fearfully  on  the  man,  and  then  on  Rodolphe 
and  B chard. 

''Child,"  continued  Rodolphe,  after  a 
solemn  pause,  ''  he  who  is  near  me  is  no 
stranger.  He  has  told  me  that  he  loves 
you,  and  has  inquired  concerning  the  truth 
of  our  faith.     Do  you  Imow  him  ?" 

"  I  do  indeed,   grandfather,  and  have 
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cause  to  thank  him  with  all  my  soul,  for 
twice  has  he  rescued  me  from  ruin  or 
death."  And  she  proceeded  to  narrate 
their  meeting  at  La  Baudene,  and  their 
escape  from  the  convent. 

''Do  you  love  him,  child?"  asked  the 
old  man. 

"  The  night  must  hide  my  blushes, 
father,"  replied  the  girl ;  ''  he  has  shown 
devotion  to  me,  and  I  feel  that  if  ever  I 
give  my  heart  to  another's  keeping  it  must 
be  to  him  alone." 

*'  Well,  I  trust  God  will  grant  you  this 
ray  of  hope  in  the  midst  of  the  dark  clouds 
that  hang  over  us.  But  now  you  must  do 
what  you  can  for  his  safety." 

''  Oh !  what  can  I  do  to  save  you 
both?"  exclaimed  Ardoine  in  a  subdued 
tone  of  anguish,  as  she  convulsively  clasped 
her  hands  together.  "  Grandfather,  despair 
has  made  me  capable  of  any  effort.  How 
can  I  set  you  both  free  ?  What  can  I  do  ? 
Where  can  I  go  ?" 
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"  You  can  do  us  no  good  here,  my 
cliild,  surrounded  as  we  are  by  tlie  Abbot 
and  his  soldiers.  Moreover,  I  am  so  weak, 
that  if  we  were  free,  I  should  be  a  sad 
burden  to  m}^  friends  ;  and  you  see  we 
both  have  manacles  on  our  hands,  so  that 
you  cannot  release  us." 

"  Oh  !  what  can  I  do  ?  Let  me  wake 
him,  that  we  may  consult  together." 

"  'No,  dear  child,  listen  to  your  grand- 
father's advice.  Time  is  precious,  and  must 
not  be  lost.  Let  him  sleep,  I  will  bid  him  be 
of  good  cheer  when  he  awakes,  and  after  all, 
perhaps  his  hopes  of  escape  may  yet  be  real- 
ized. Hasten  to  Eora,  where  you  will  per- 
haps find  Janavel.  Our  only  hope  of  escape 
rests  on  him  and  his  brave  band.  Take  those 
steep  paths,  which  lie  off  the  beaten  track, 
do^vn  which  none  can  venture  but  the 
mountameer,  and  which  I  now  recommend 
you  to  take,  though  in  old  days,  my 
affection  would  not  allow  you  needlessly 
to  risk  your  life  there." 


154        THE    SIX    SISTEES    OF    THE    VALLEYS.       . 

"  Dearest  grandfather,  my  head  will  be 
steady  and  my  feet  sure.  I  will  take  tlie 
patli  tliat  leads  tlirougli  tlie  chestnut 
wood,  and  then  skirting  outside  Yillar, 
cross  the  river  near  the  oak  bridge  ;  I  shall 
be  far  up  the  other  side  before  the  light 
breaks." 

''  Come  near,  my  Ardoine,"  whis- 
pered Rodolphe,  ''  it  is  the  last  time  I  shall 
see  you  on  earth.  Will  you  promise  to  try 
to  meet  me  on  the  right  hand  of  God  in 
the  great  day  ?" 

''  I  will,"  replied  she  in  a  solemn  voice, 
'^  I  will,  the  Lord  helping  me." 

''  Then  seek  first  your  Saviour,  cherish 
your  Bible,  and  the  creed  of  your  ancestors  ; 
never,  never  desert  your  father's  faith.  The 
things  eternal  will  make  up  for  the  things 
temporal." 

''  Fear  not,  grandfather ;  the  passages  I 
have  long  read  to  you  morning  and  evening 
are  stamped  upon  my  memory." 

''  Stay,  let  me  send  a  message  to  my 
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dear  ones.  Alas  !  when  joii  next  see  them, 
there  will  be  some  gaps  in  our  once  loving 
and  happy  home.  Bnt  T  may  have  met 
them  first  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan. 
Grive  the  remnant  my  dying  blessing,  and 
say  that  in  the  hour  of  death  I  prayed  for 
them  all  by  name.  Bid  Martha  hope,  for 
she  will  yet  smile  and  change  her  garments 
of  momming  before  she  dies.  They  may 
divide  my  property  among  themselves.  My 
Bible,  let  that  be  yours,  Ardoine,  to  remind 
you  of  your  grandfather." 

"  I  need  no  token,  grandfather,  to  do 
that ;  while  sense  lasts,  its  fondest  memo- 
ries T\dll  be  yours." 

"  Come  near,  child.  There,  kneel  down 
in  the  flicker  of  that  light ;  come  near. 
My  hands  are  tied,  I  cannot  place  them  on 
your  head.  There,  rest  your  cheek  against 
me,  throw  your  golden  hair  upon  my  white 
locks.  Kiss  me.  The  blessing  of  God,  who 
hath  loved  us  and  given  us  everlasting 
consolation,  rest  on  this  daughter  of  Israel, 
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and  may  He  now  give  liis  angels  charge  con- 
cerning her,  that  she  dash  not  her  foot 
agamst  a  stone.  Eemember  to-morrow  at 
twelve  is  the  hour  when  they  talked  of 
doing  something  on  the  crag  of  Castel- 
Inzzo.  Hasten  to  Janavel,  and  God  be  with 
thee.'' 

The  maiden  rose  from  her  knees,  bnt 
her  tears  glistened  on  the  furrows  of  the 
patriarch's  cheeks.  She  paused  one  mo- 
ment, and  cast  a  look  of  love  on  the  other 
sleeper,  sighing  as  she  saw  his  chains,  and 
then  looking  upAvard  murmured  a  prayer 
for  his  safety. 

''  Eora,  father,  Rora,  father,"  were  her 
last  words. 

Gently  stepping  over  Cattalin,  she  noise- 
lessly glided  into  the  open  air,  and  disap- 
peared under  the  shadows  of  the  neigh- 
bouring trees. 


CHAPTER  XYII. 

THE    PUESUIT    BY    TOECHLIGHT. 

'^  EoRA,  father." — Sucli  were  Ardoine's  last 
words  to  lier  grandfatlier,  and  they  fell 
upon  the  passive  ear  of  the  half-awakened 
soldier.  He  heard  them  as  it  were  me- 
chanically, and  did  not  attempt  to  analyse 
their  meaning,  nntil  he  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  retreatino-  fissure.  Then  the  idea 
flashed  upon  him  that  she  was  the  heretic 
of  whom  Malvicino  was  in  search.  Rush- 
ing into  the  adjoining  farm,  he  awoke 
the  Abbot,  without  much  courtesy. 

"  By  Pope  Alexander,  who  drew  the 
ocean  line  for  the  Kings  of  Castile  and 
Portugal,"  exclaimed  the  Franciscan,  '^get 
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tliee  lience,  Satan,  and  let  me  have  a  nap 
in  peace,  for  I  am  weary.  Wlio  is  it  ?  Is  it 
yon,  Cattalin  ?   Wliere  are  your  prisoners  ?" 

"  Tliey  are  safe  enongli,  if  your  cuffs 
are  made  of  English,  steel ;  but  I  can  tell 
you  of  tlie  bird  you  seek.  She  lias  been 
in  our  cage,  and  we  did  not  know  it." 

''  Speak  plainly,  man.  What  is  it  you 
mean?  Curse  your  metaphors  ! "  retorted 
Malvicino  angrily,  half  rising  and  leaning 
upon  his  elbow. 

''  I  mean  that  she  was  hidden  in  yonder 
loft ;  that  she  has  been  speaking  to  the  old 
fellow  there,  and  that  she's  just  made  off 
into  the  wood  hard  by." 

''  By    Pope who Call   the 

guards.  Here  Stephano,  Gaspardo,  Berru, 
Sebastian,  here  soldiers,  soldiers,  the  girl 
the  Marquis  has  sent  us  to  capture  is 
close  to  us  in  the  wood  :  out,  you  hirelings, 
and  if  any  one  can  bring  me  the  chicken, 
he  shall  have  a  dozen  pistoles  in  gold." 

Seizing  some  faggots  the  soldiers  has- 
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til  J  formed  tliem  into  torches,  wliicli  were 
speedily  seen  like  flasliing  specks  ST^^ajing 
to  and  fro  on  tlie  kill  side,  noT\^  eclipsed 
by  tke  tkick  coppice,  now  casting  a  tremu- 
lous ligkt  for  many  yards  around. 

''I  tliink,"  continued  Cattalin,  "  tkat 
ske  kas  made  for  Rora,  wkick,  if  I  mis- 
take not,  is  on  tke  otker  side  of  tke  valley. 
I  tkougkt  tkat  I  keard  sometking  kke 
'  Rora,  fatker,  Rora,  fatker.  '  " 

''  In  tkat  case,  ske  must  liaye  gone  out 
tins  way  to  tke  rigkt.  Here,  soldiers,  into 
tins  wood  to  tke  rigkt ;  scour  it  well,  and 
look  under  tke  branck  of  every  tree." 

''By  every  blessed  Pope,"  continued 
tke  Abbot,  "it's  enougk  to  make  St.  An- 
tkony  revile.  To  tkink  tkat  tke  gkl  kas 
been  witkin  a  dozen  yards  of  me,  wkile 
I  was  snoring  tkere,  and  now  tke  ckances 
are  tkat  ske's  got  clean  away.  Rora — tkat's 
sometking  to  kave  a  clue  to  ker  wkere- 
abouts.  I  suppose  otkers  of  tke  family 
kave  gone  tkere,  and   tkat  ske  kas  made 
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an  arrangement  to  meet  tliem.  But  I  must 
see  if  I  can  get  any  information  out  of  my 
prisoners." 

Eodolplie  meanwhile  perceived  that  Ar- 
doine  was  discovered,  and  awaking  E chard, 
hastened  to  inform  him  of  what  had  tran- 
spired and  to  put  him  on  his  guard. 

"  My  son,  my  son,"  whispered  the  old 
man,  "  thank  God  and  take  courage,  Ar- 
doine  has  been  here.  She  has  escaped  and 
has  fled  to  Eora,  or  the  other  side  of  Lu- 
cerna's  valley.  She  will  seek  some  of  our 
brave  people,  and  will  send  help  to  deliver 
us  if  possible.  Your  hopes  may  yet  be 
realized ;  lift  up  your  heart  with  mine,  that 
God  will  protect  her  and  that  her  efforts 
may  save  you  at  least,  if  not  both  of  us, 
from  a  cruel  death.  You  have  this  night 
been  looked  upon  by  her,  and  prayed  for  by 
both  of  us." 

"  Oh,  father,  has  she  been  here  ?  Oh  ! 
then  I  trust  she  may  escape.  But  why  did 
you  not  wake  me  ?     It  would  have  been  a 
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comfort  to  liave  seen  lier  and  to  have  spoken 
to  her.  Perhaps  I  may  not  see  her  again 
before  I  die." 

"  She  wished  to  wake  jou,  her  heart 
prompted  her  to  soothe  you  ;  but  time  was 
precious.  Tliis  would  have  increased  the 
risk  of  betrayal.  You  would  have  found 
it  difficult  to  have  restrained  your  feelings. 
I  have  acted  for  your  safety." 

"  But  I  should  have  liked  to  have  seen 
her.  It  would  have  been  a  solace  to  me  at 
this  trying  time." 

"Pray  for  her,  and  beheve  that  I  have 
acted  for  the  best.  Listen !  the  soldier  is 
awake.  He  has  overheard  her,  he  is  re- 
peating her  last  words,  'Pora,  father.'  He 
has  awakened  Malvicino  and  the  other 
soldiers.  Was  I  not  rio-ht  ?  You  know 
I  have  had  more  experience  of  danger 
than  you,  and  one's  feelings  must  not  over- 
balance one's  judgment.  Listen  !  what  a 
noise  there  is  !  He  has  awakened  the 
others.       They  will    come  hither    to    ex- 
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amine  us.  Strengthen  yourself  in  God, 
and  I  need  not  tell  you  to  be  prudent. 
They  are  coming  ;  pretend  to  be  asleep, 
and  delay  them  as  much  as  you  can." 

"  Come,  young  fellow,"  shouted  Mal- 
vicino,  addressing  E chard,  and  kicking 
him  with  his  foot ;  *'  don't  be  shamming 
sleej).  It  will  be  best  for  you  to  make 
a  clean  breast,  if  you  mean  to  keep  your 
skin  without  plaisters.   Where's  that  girl  ?" 

"  What  girl  ?"  asked  Echard,  listlessly 
opening  his  eyes.  ''Who's  this  speaking  to 
me  about  a  girl  ?  Who  is  she  ?  Where 
am  I  ?" 

"  Come,  don't  play  the  fool;  you  know 
that  Ardoine  has  been  here,  and  that  she 
has  told  you  her  plans  and  movements. 
You  had  better  tell  me  all,  for  I  have  oidj 
to  nod  to  these  fellows  to  send  you,  you 
know  where,"  said  the  Abbot,  smiling 
grimly,  and  pointing  with  his  forefinger  to 
the  ground.  "As  it  is,  I  expect  they'll 
not  be  satisfied  if  they  don't  make  a  convert 
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of  one  or  otlier  of  yon,  wlien  the  sabbatli 
light  comes.  We  know  yonVe  had  com- 
pany here  this  evening,  and  if  you  ^rant  to 
save  your  bones  tell  us  who  your  visitor  was, 
and  what  your  conversation  was  about  ?" 

'' Trouble  me  not,"  replied  Eodolphe ; 
*'  my  hours  are  well  nigh  numbered. 
Wreak  your  wrath  on  my  poor  body ;  for 
I  have  done  with  earth." 

''  That  shuffling  will  gain  you  nothing, 
you  old  sinner.  You  know  that  Ardoine 
has  been  here.  She  is  your  gTanddaughter. 
The  Marquis  has  sent  for  her  ;  for  her  sake 
he  will  save  the  lives  of  your  famih^,  and 
restore  your  confiscated  property." 

"  My  darling  gu4  is  not  here.  Oh  that 
she  could  whisper  a  word  of  comfort  into 
the  ear  of  her  djing  grandfather!" 

"  One  or  other  of  you  had  better  make 
up  your  minds  to  disclose  your  secrets,  or 
we  wiU  fling  you  from  the  crag  above,  and 
then  it  will  be  too  late  to  repent." 

Echard,  acting   on   Eodolphe' s   advice. 
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and  remembering  tlie  importance  of  time 
to  tlie  fugitive,  resolved  to  detain  liim  as 
long  as  lie  could. 

"  Malvicino,  your  statement  surprises 
me.  I  liave  not  been  conversing  witli 
mountain  girls  this  night.  These  iron  bands 
which  you  have  put  on  me  are  too  sharp 
for  me  to  think  of  comfort." 

"  These  subterfuges  shall  profit  you 
not.  You  have  one  last  chance  for  your 
life.  This  soldier  Cattalin  heard  the  words 
'  Rora,  father,  Rora,  father,'  and  then  he 
saw  a  girl  steal  out  and  disappear  among 
the  trees.  She  has  been  here,  and  con- 
versing with  you  both.  You  know  it.  So 
tell  me  at  once  all  you  know,  for  it  will  not 
only  save  time,  but  it  may  save  Pianesse 
from  being  childless  in  a  few  hours,'* 
added  he,  smiling  at  his  bitter  sarcasm. 

"  Nay,  did  you  not  see  that  I  was  only 
just  awake  when  you  came  to  me  ?  What 
was  meant  by,  '  Rora,  father  ?'  " 

*'  You  know  better  than  I ;  I  suppose 
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she  has  made  an  assignation  with  you  there. 
But  you  will  never  keep  it — you  won't  any- 
how— not  while  I  have  you  !  I'll  keep  your 
appointment  for  you  !  Old  man,  will  you 
be  more  communicative?" 

"Well,  Sebastian,"  said  Malvicino,  ad- 
dressing the  soldier,  who,  panting  and 
breathless,  tln^ew  himself  down  on  the 
straw,  '^  you  have  come  back  alone.  How's 
that  ?  You  may  never  have  as  good  a 
chance  again  of  getting  a  commission  so 
easy." 

''It's  all  very  well,  Holy  Father,  but 
promotion  is  too  dear  when  it's  bought 
with  a  broken  neck,  or  even  a  twisted  rib. 
We  scattered  ourselves  in  the  wood,  and  I 
raced  over  the  rocks  as  if  a  Spanish  bull 
were  behind  me.  Look,  here  is  a  lump  on 
this  shin,  and  it's  already  black.  Oh  !  how 
it  smarts  when  I  touch  it.  Would  that 
your  holy  water  would  heal  a  bruised  limb 
as  it  will  an  aching  conscience,  and  scare 
the  devil.     And  I  sprained  my  foot  when  I 
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knocked  right  against  a  fir  tree,  and  some  of 
tlie  droppings  of  the  pine  torch  have  burned 
mj  hands.  I  heard  the  others  halloaing  in 
the'  distance,  and  swearing  at  you  and  the 
girl.  Look  here's  Gaspardo  coming  in  limp- 
ing like  a  converted  heretic." 

"Holy  Abbot,"  groaned  the  latter,. 
"  my  bones  are  ready  to  make  jelly.  We 
scoured  the  whole  wood,  and  not  a  trace  of 
the  young  witch  could  we  see.  We  had 
better  try  and  finish  our  night's  rest,  if 
these  black  places  will  let  us  sleep.  I  have 
no  glass  to  look  into,  but  I  fear  that  my 
beauty's  spoiled,  and  that  I  shall  not  be  able 
to  show  myself  to  Giovannina  for  a  week, 
and  then  my  rival  the  tavern-keeper  will 
perhaps  gain  his  suit-" 

Several  soldiers  gradually  staggered  in, 
exhausted  with  their  fruitless  efforts.  Two, 
however,  were  not  so  easily  daunted- 

''  Courage,  comrade,"  said  Cattalin  to 
his  companion,  "  it  will  b"e  a  grand  thing  if 
we  can  secure  this  prize.     Shall  v/e  take  her 


THE    PURSUIT    BY   TOKCHLIGHT.  167 

back  to  the  holy  Father,  or  straight  to 
Pianesse  ?" 

''  Let  us  catch  her  first ;  I  don't  see 
much  of  lier." 

"I  think  we're  on  her  track.  Here, 
hokl  np  your  torch.  There  are  some  twigs 
which  look  as  if  they  had  been  just  snapped 
off.  Stop.  I  hear  a  cracMing  of  brushwood 
before  us." 

"  You're  dreaming  of  the  good  day's 
work  you've  done,  and  the  heretic's  wine 
has  riven  von  a  second  si2:ht." 

"  The  Virgin  rot  your  tongue,"  re- 
torted Cattahn,  angrily ;  "if  this  heretic 
has  not  seen  us,  she  will  hear  us  and 
escape.  Why  should  we  not  run  as  fast  as 
she  ?  Silence !  Look,  there's  the  chicken. 
There,  look  in  that  streak  of  moonlight, 
there's  a  fimire  restino-  on  that  stone. 
Softly ;  let  us  take  off  our  shoes.  You  go 
down  the  hill  and  cut  her  off.  I'll  give 
you  three  minutes,  and  then  I'll  ad- 
vance on  this  side.    AYe'll  get  her  ;    onl}^ 
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we  have  not  settled  about  division  of 
profits." 

He  turned  round,  and  found  tliat  Ms 
companion  liad  gone. 

"  I  must  keep  my  eye  open,  or  my 
friend  will  leave  me  to  whistle.  Well,  I 
can  try  it  for  myself.  I'll  approach  her 
and  capture  her  myself,  and  see  if  her  lips 
are  as  sweet  as  Malvicino  would  lead  us 
to  suspect." 

So  saying,  with  his  loaded  arquebus  in 
both  his  hands,  he  approached  the  rock  on 
which  Ardoine  was  leaning  while  she  re- 
covered her  breath  to  pursue  her  long  and 
dangerous  path. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


SAMUEL    VACCA. 


Aedoixe  paused  for  a  moment  to  recruit 
her  strengtli,  and  bent  her  liead  against 
the  cold  slab  of  a  projecting  rock,  as  she 
lifted  up  her  heart  to  God  in  prayer  for  the 
safety  of  those  dearer  to  her  than  life. 
Her  meditations  were,  however,  abruptly 
interrupted  by  the  shouts  of  the  soldiers, 
as  they  issued  from  the  chalet ^  and  the 
flashing  of  their  torches  on  the  hill-side 
inspired  her  with  gloomy  forebodings  of  the 
failure  of  her  efforts.  For  some  time  she 
seemed  spell-bound,  as  if  in  anxious  sus- 
pense, but  the  approaching  voices  warned 
her   of  her   danger,  while  a  palhd  flicker 
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among  tlie  brusliwood  betrayed  tlie  stealthy 
advance  of  some  of  Malvicino's  band. 

^'  Gorraggio  !''  muttered  Cattalin,  who 
was  determined  to  atone  by  liis  prompti- 
tude for  liis  past  negligence,  ''I  think 
she  does  not  see  me,  and  I'll  secure  the 
prize  all  to  myself.  Curse  this  brushwood, 
what  a  crackling  it  makes !  I  am  near 
enough  to  make  a  rush.  You  sulky  cloud, 
why  can't  you  break  and  give  us  some  more 
light,  at  a  critical  moment  in  a  man's  life  ?" 

With  these  thoughts  Cattalin  crept 
forth  from  among  the  low  birches,  and 
rushed  towards  his  prize.  The  panic- 
stricken  Ardoine  bending  low  darted  into 
the  thicket,  followed  by  the  mercenary. 
He  gained  on  her  rapidly,  as  his  superior 
strength  enabled  him  more  easily  to 
overcome  the  resistance  offered  by  the 
entangled  copse. 

Ardoine  heard  the  noise  of  a  mountain 
torrent  dashing  merrily  against  its  stones, 
and  remembering  the  number   of  massive 
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frasfments  on  the  other  side,  trusted  that 
she  might  elude  her  pursuer  among  those 
intricacies  which  were  familiar  to  her  from 
childhood.  She  darted  across  a  tottering 
bridge,  composed  of  two  pine  trunks, 
rudely  thrown  across  the  chasm,  and  which, 
though  bending  beneath  her  weight,  were 
nevertheless  secure  to  her  any  and  prac- 
tised tread.  Cattalin  followed,  setting  his 
foot  upon  the  bridge  on  one  side  at  the 
moment  that  Ardoine  was  stepping  off  on 
the  other.  He  rushed  madly  along,  but 
missino'  his  footino-  in  the  treacherous 
moonlight,  fell  with  all  his  weight  across 
the  shppery  pines,  snapping  one  of  them  in 
twain.  Down  he  dashed  into  the  seething 
torrent,  striking  his  head  against  a  jutting 
stone,  and  breaking  his  twisted  limbs. 
He  lay  on  the  ledge  of  a  large  rock  in  the 
bed  of  the  channel,  which  intercepted  the 
stream.  The  water  washed  over  it  in  fitful 
splashes  at  intervals,  when  it  sm^ged  over 
the   wounded    man's    face    and   filled    his 
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moutli  and  nostrils.  His  convulsive  spasms 
indicated  that  life  lingered,  and  rebelled 
against  this  desultory  drowning,  but  he  was 
unable  to  move..  The  limpid  mountain 
stream,  in  mockery,  rinsed  his  mouth  and 
cleansed  his  wounds,  and  tinged  with  his 
gore  went  to  join  the  river  in  the  valleys, 
and  to  mingle  his  blood  with  those  of  his 
unhappy  victims. 

''  Ah,  little  child,"  murmured  he  in  the 
last  gleam  of  consciousness,  which  often 
precedes  death,  "why  did  I  kill  you,  why 
did  I  cast  you  into  the  fire  at  La  Baudene  ? 
I  am  punished.  Thou  art  avenged.  Eter- 
nity is  before  me.  May  that  couple  in  the 
chalet !" 

Again  came  the  splash  of  the  tidal  wave, 
like  that  of  a  waterfall,  from  time  to  time 
surging  on  in  a  greater  volume,  sweeping 
him  off  the  ledge  on  to  a  stone  below.  His 
struggling  rattle  is  heard  ! 

The  morning  sun  shines  upon  carrion  for 
the  beasts  of  the  field  or  the  fowls  of  the  air. 
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Ardoine  hastily  pursued  lier  path  so 
as  to  reach  Rora  if  possible  before  day- 
light. The  darkness  did  not  impede  her, 
for  the  chasm,  the  torrent,  the  gorge,  and 
all  the  distinctive  landmarks  of  this  land- 
scape were  familiar  to  one  who  had  often 
pastured  her  flock  on  these  mountain 
slopes.  She  descended  the  craggy  heights 
of  the  Yandalin,  and  crossing  the  Pelice, 
began  to  climb  the  steeps  of  Brouard  on  her 
way  to  Eora.  She  was,  however,  driven  be- 
hind the  buttress  of  a  rock  by  the  sound  of 
voices,  which  grew  more  and  more  distinct. 

"  Gnaffe,"  said  one  to  the  other,  "  these 
cursed  Gazares  have  given  Christopher  a 
lesson.  I  got  a  ball  fi^om  that  long  culverin 
in  the  calf  of  my  leg,  and  it  was  as  much  as 
I  could  do  to  creep  out  of  the  hollow  tree 
in  the  wood,  where  I  sheltered  all  night." 

''  T\^io  was  that  fellow  that  led  them 
on  ?"  inquired  his  companion. 

''  They  call  him  Captain  of  the  vine- 
yards of  Lucerna.     He  peppered  us  well ; 
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I  should  think  we  left  a  good  many  of 
onr  fellows  behind  ns,  and  he  showed  his 
generalship  in.  snugl}^  pitching  upon  those 
stones  in  that  narrow  gorge." 

"Ah!"  growled  the  other,  who  was 
a  Frenchman,  ''  I  wish  I  could  get  a 
rosary  of  these  Huguenots'  ears  like  our 
forefathers.  I  could  say  my  Paters  better 
with  such  beads." 

"Look!  look!"  interrupted  the  first 
speaker,  "  here  are  some  more  of  our 
fellows.  Pianesse  must  have  heard  of 
yesterday's  mishap,  and  he  has  sent  an- 
other battalion.  Oh !  look  at  them  in 
that  lower  bend  down  there.  Tliere 
must  be  six  hundred.  They'll  do  the 
work,  brother!" 

The  sun  was  just  rising  and  tinting 
the  east  with  its  gorgeous  hues,  and  the 
sheen  of  the  fresh  dew  sparkled  in  the 
light  as  did  the  polished  morions  of  the 
advancing  troops. 

Ardoine   crouched    beneath    the    over- 
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arching  stones  in  silence,  as  she  heard  the 
shouts  and  oaths  of  the  soldiers  on  their 
march  to  Eora.  They  gradually  ascended 
the  steep  track,  passing  the  stone  where 
she  was  hidden ;  and  their  long  line  was 
visible  for  some  distance  on  the  mountain 
side,  effectually  intercepting  her  onward 
path.  Well  might  she  experience  a  thrill  of 
anguish  when  she  felt  the  fruitlessness  of  her 
mission,  and  the  terrible  fate  impending  over 
Eodolphe  and  E chard,  as  well  as  over  the 
beloved  remnant  at  Eora.  Oh !  agonj^  to 
think  of  the  lives  of  those  loved  ones, 
depending  upon  her  exertions  and  she 
powerless  to  help!  To  proceed  to  Eora 
was  impossible ;  her  life  and  honour  would 
be  in  danger,  and  all  possible  hope 
of  being  useful  would  perish.  In  the 
tumult  of  her  mind  she  was  wilhng  to  grasp 
at  any  passing  shadow  of  hope.  Villar 
was  the  only  place  which  she  could  pos- 
sibly reach.  There  was  an  old  Eoman 
Catholic    there,    Samuel  Yacca   by  name, 
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wlio  liad  formerly  been  arelideacon  of 
Saluces  ;  slie  had  lieard  of  his  kindness  and 
honourable  feeling,  and  would  throw  her- 
self on  his  mercy  as  a  last  resource. 

Having  obtained  access  to  his  presence 
she  threw  herself  at  his  feet  : — ■ 

"  Sir,"  she  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of 
agony,  ''  I  come  and  cast  myself  upon 
your  protection,  and  beseech  you  to  save 
me.  I  am  a  poor  Yaudois  girl.  I 
belong  to  the  religion.  My  life  is  in 
danger  ;  but  I  have  heard  that  you  do  not 
approve  of  these  massacres ;  I  come  to 
take  refuge  with  you ;  I  ask  you  for  the 
love  of  God,  and  for  the  credit  of  that 
religion  which  you  profess,  not  to  say  of 
human  nature,  to  extend  protection  to  a 
helpless  girl,  who  falls  at  your  feet.  Oh  ! 
save  me  from  your  soldiers." 

Vacca  looked  upon  Ardoine  with  a 
smile  of  benevolence,  and  silently  wiped 
away  a  starting  tear,  which  had  been  ex- 
cited by  this  plaintive  appeal. 
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*'  Fear  not,  my  daugliter,"  said  lie, 
'^your  confidence  shall  not  be  misplaced. 
You  shall  not  say,  with  sad  satire,  that  our 
rehgion  has  totally  extinguished  our  human- 
ity. Let  it  be  known  that  there  is  one 
among  us  who  would  check  these  ruthless 
deeds  of  blood.  Convert  you  I  would,  but 
by  other  weapons  than  the  sword  and  the 
rack.  If  om^  cause  be  good  it  will  bear  the 
light,  and  must  stand  or  fall  on  the  merit 
of  argument.  Fear  not,  my  daughter,  you 
shall  remain  here  until  your  friends  can 
receive  you  in  safety." 

"  Ah  sir,  how  can  I  explain  to  you 
my  grief?  My  grandfather  is  a  prisoner 
on  the  Yandalin,  and  they  talk  of  some 
dreadful  deed  to-day  on  Castelluzzo.  Oh  ! 
sir,  I  saw  soldiers  marching  to  Hora  where 
my  friends  are." 

Ardoine  could  ^vithstand  the  strain  of 
agony  no  longer  ;  her  mind  for  a  moment 
trembled  in  the  balance,  and  then  exhausted 
itself  in  a  paroxysm  of  delirium. 

VOL.    III.  N 
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"  G-randfatlier,  I've  killed  you.  I  could 
not  reacli  Janavel.  Don't  bless  me  with 
your  dying  lips.  All!  Ecliard,  you  may 
well  look  at  me  with  horror.  Mother^ 
I'm  coming  to  you.  Echard,  you  are  dead, 
and  I  will  die  also  !" 

"  Ah,  my  Church,  my  Church,  woe  unto 
thee  !"  sighed  the  old  man,  closing  his 
ponderous  missal.  ''  Petrarch's  lamen- 
tation over  thee  is  too  true,  in  his  110th 
Sonnet  : — 

"  Fontana  di  dolori,  albergo  d'ira, 
Scliola  d'  errori,  e  Tempio  d'  Heresia 
Gia  Roma,  lior  Babilonia  falsa  e  ria 
Per  ciii  tanto  si  piagnee  si  sospira  :" 

Yerily  thou  art  fallen.  It  was  only  a  day 
or  two  ago  that  Placido  Cor  so  was  lament- 
ing the  horrors  of  which  he  himself  had 
heen  an  eyewitness.  Alas,  those  lines  of 
that  Carmelite  monk  which  used  to  make 
me  so  vexed  when  1  was  a  boy,  I  fear  are 
too  true : — 

"  Omnia  venalia  nobis 
Tempia,  Sacerdotes,  Altaria  Sacra,  Coronas, 
Ignis,  Thnra,  Preces,  Coelum  est  venale,  Deusqne." 
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Poor  girl,  I  will  protect  lier.  I  will  sum- 
mon my  servant,  and  put  my  chamber 
at  lier  disposal." 

Ardoine's  presence,  kindling  some  me- 
mories of  early  cliildhood  in  Ms  breast, 
had  touched  the  underlying  human  nature 
in  that  shrivelled  priest,  whose  affections 
had  been  seared  by  the  Church  of  E,ome. 
He  smiled  as  he  looked  upon  liis  helpless 
charge,  and  tasted  a  pure  satisfaction 
which  reminded  him  of  his  boyish  delight, 
when  in  early  life  he  had  earned  his 
mother's  smile  and  blessing  by  some  little 
act  of  thoughtful  kindness. 

Throughout  the  whole  of  Easter  Sunday 
and  for  several  days  afterwards,  Ardoine 
remained  prostrate  by  intermittent  pa- 
roxysms of  raging  delirium,  brought  on 
by  exposure  and  agony  of  mind. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


EASTER   IN    THE    CITY. 


Eteenity,  tlie  inlieritance  of  God,  is  an 
omnipresent  now,  without  a  date,  and 
without  a  succession  of  events ;  man's 
history  is  that  of  a  fleeting  hour,  soon 
merged  into  the  past,  revocable  then  only 
by  the  aid  of  memory  and  the  artifice  of 
dates. 

It  is  Easter  Sunday,  April  25th,  1655. 
The  sun  of  Italy  has  risen  in  his  might, 
and  rejoices  as  a  giant  to  run  his  race. 
His  beams  fall  on  the  spaikling  bay  of 
Naples  ;  on  the  orange  groves  of  Sorrento  ; 
on  the  olives  of  Tuscany;  on  the  blue 
Alban,  Yolscian,    and   Sabine  ranges ;    on 
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the  purple  Apennines ;  on  tbe  crystal 
Alps ;  on  the  rugged  rocks  of  Castelluzzo, 
and  on  tlie  crimsoned,  yet  blackened  valley 
of  Lucerna.  The  stainless  light  shines  on 
the  Vatican,  that  palace  of  art,  out  of 
which  peal  the  thunders  that  deluge  Europe 
with  blood,  causing  widows  to  weep  over 
desolated  hearths,  and  orphans  to  brand 
with  infamy  the  memory  of  Rome. 

We  stand  in  the  most  magnificent  tem- 
ple on  which  the  sun  has  shone  since  the 
year  70,  the  erection  of  which  has  occupied 
176  years.  The  eye  is  lost  as  it  wanders 
round  its  spacious  dome,  the  base  of  which 
bears  the  inscription,  in  colossal  mosaics, 
*'  Tu  es  Petrus,  et  sn^er  lianc  petram  (jedifi- 
cabo  Ecclesiam  meam,  et  tihi  dcibo  claves 
regni  coelormn.^^ 

Two  days  ago,  from  that  upper  balcony, 
the  Church  was  displaying  her  treasures,  the 
sudarimn  of  St.  Veronica,  the  relics  of  the 
true  cross,  the  lance  wliich  pierced  the  side 
of  Jesus  of  Nazareth,   and  at  the  exhibition 
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of  these  infallible  items,  tlie  crowd  bent 
the  knee  and  worshipped.  A  magnificent 
haldaccJiino  with  four  spiral  columns, 
wrought  by  Urban  YIII.  out  of  the  spoils 
of  the  Pantheon  covers  the  high  altar,  and 
the  idolatry  of  Rome  Papal,  akin  to  that 
of  Eome  Pagan. 

The  eye  roams  among  the  pillars  of 
the  lofty  arches,  the  bases  of  which  are  en- 
riched with  sculptures  and  mosaics.  Every 
recess  forms  a  chapel,  filled  with  the  pomp 
and  heraldry  of  some  noble  family.  That 
bronze  statue  which  glistens  in  the  re- 
fracted light  is  St.  Peter  himself,  mournfully 
lamenting  the  decay  of  his  right  toe,  which 
has  been  long  suffering  violence  from  the 
lips  and  foreheads  of  his  deluded  worsliip- 
pers.'''     This  is  the  Church  of  St.  Peter's 

*  Some  antiquaries  state  tliat  it  was  cast  by  St. 
Leo  out  of  the  brouze  statue  of  Jupiter  Capitolinus, 
and  other  writers  of  more  recent  date  assert  that  it 
is  the  identical  statue  of  Jupiter  himself,  transformed 
into  that  of  the  Apostle  by  the  mandate  of  the  Pope. 
— Hanrlboolo  of  Central  Italy. 
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at  Eome,  in  wliicli  if  Peter  himself  were 
now  to  preacli  liis  OTrn  Epistle,  lie  would 
soon  be  removed  from  tlie  marble  pulpit, 
to  tlie  damp  cell  and  tlie  bloody  rack  of  tlie 
Holy  Inquisition. 

The  blast  of  a  trumpet  is  heard,  and  a 
gorgeous  procession  rivalling  in  colours 
the  tints  of  the  stained  glass,  with  which 
the  sun  chequers  the  marble  pavement, 
sweeps  up  the  church  through  lines  of 
soldiers.  Its  central  figm^e  is  that  of  an 
aged  man,  borne  by  eight  persons  on  a 
portable  throne,  wearing  on  his  head  a 
triple  crown,  and  preceded  by  two  pecuhar 
fans,  composed  of  ostrich  feathers  be- 
spangled with  those  of  the  peacock.  The 
high  altar  glitters  with  its  golden  chalices, 
and  with  lights  in  the  exquisite  cande- 
labra of  Cellini,  while  the  fragrance  of 
incense  perfumes  the  atmosphere,  and  the 
fitfid  cadences  of  music  float  through  the 
arches,  adding  to  the  sensual  intoxication 
of  the  astonished  beholder. 
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Alexander,  liaying  been  robed  and  dis- 
robed with  many  formalities,  approaches 
the  high  altar,  and  the  Yicar  of  Christ 
chants  High  Mass. 

*'  Really,"  said  one  red- faced  man,  with 
a  scarlet  hat  under  his  arm  who  was  stand- 
ing'^near  the  throne  which  the  Pontiff  had 
vacated,  "what  a  tremendous  length  our 
psalms  and  lessons  are !  our  holy  Father 
does  not  get  through  his  parts  so  fast  as 
his  predecessor." 

''  Do  you  think  we  were  right  in  elect- 
ing a  Chigi  ?"  replied  his  colleague.  "  He 
says  he's  opposed  to  nepotism.  But,  Arch- 
bishop, you  are  a  modern  Maecenas ;  do  not 
you  think  the  divine  Angelo  is  wrong  in 
the  foreshortening  of  that  arm.,  there  in 
that  picture  over  the   head  of  Rospigliosi." 

"Hush,  hush.  Cardinal," interposed  the 
first  speaker,  "the  Holy  Father  is  about  to 
elevate  the  host.  Give  me  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
and  come  and  dine  with  me  at  the  Braschi 
Palace     this    evening.      You    shall    taste 
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some  Orvieto,  wliicli  lias  been  ten  years  in 
the  Colonnas'  cellar,  and  wliicli  will  recruit 
you  after  your  praying  labour." 

*'  I  will  come,  for  the  flesh  is  weary ; 
you  see  praying  for  so  many  others,  as  well 
as  for  oneself,  is  a  heavy  tax.  I  wish  our 
blessed  Virgin  would  give  us  more  aid, 
while  we  are  on  outpost  duty  down  here  in 
this  world." 

''  Hush,  the  Father  is  saying  the  words 
of  consecration." 

A  dead  silence  reigns  throughout  the 
assembled  thousands.  The  Pope  bends 
his  head  and  his  body ;  moves  his  hands 
in  different  directions ;  kisses  the  altar ; 
and  then  taking  a  golden  vessel,  lifts  it  in 
the  air.  All  feel  the  momentary  solemnity 
of  the  scene.  It  is  the  elevation  of  the 
host.  Suddenly  the  silence  is  broken  by 
the  piercing  blast  of  the  silver  trumpets 
of  the  choir,  and  the  ranks  of  the  noble 
guard  present  their  swords,  resting  upon 
one   knee,    while   the    scabbards    of    their 
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sabres  clank  against  tlie  marble  pavement. 
The  people  fall  upon  tlieir  knees,  and  cross 
themselves,  while  the  Pope  elevates  a 
golden  chalice  in  a  similar  manner. 

After  the  celebration  of  mass,  the  Sove- 
reign Pontiff  proceeds,  at  twelve  o'clock,  to 
the  balcony  of  St.  Peter's.  In  the  piazza, 
which  is,  perhaps,  the  finest  in  the  world, 
for  its  size,  its  gushing  fountains,  and  mas- 
sive colonnades  (begun  by  Bernini,  two 
years  after  our  present  scene),  are  gathered 
upwards  of  one  hundred  thousand  persons, 
presenting  a  spectacle  at  once  sim]3le  and 
sublime.  They  have  come  to  see  an  old 
man  stretch  out  his  hands,  while  their  cre- 
dulity believes  that  his  blessing  can  grant 
them  absolution  from  their  sins. 

The  various  regiments  of  cavalry,  and 
infantry,  the  equipages  of  Eome's  nobility, 
the  Colonnas,  Orsini,  Frangipani,  Ludovisi, 
Barberini,  the  representatives  of  the  diflFer- 
ent  courts  of  Europe,  the  sunburnt  and 
picturesque    peasants,    from    all   parts   of 
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sunny  Italy,  tlie  more  sombre  pilgrim  from 
beyond  tlie  Alps,  witli  tlieir  scallop  shells 
and  wallets,  all  tliese  combine  to  form  an 
artistic  and  dramatic  tableau  of  liuman  life. 
The  liea^TOO'  tlirono-  is  silent  and  uncovered, 
and  the  most  part  kneel  upon  the  ground, 
while  the  Holy  Father  proceeds  to  bless 
tlie  multitude  : — 

'^May  the  holy  Apostles,  Peter,  and 
Paul,  in  whose  power  and  authority  we 
confide,  intercede  for  us  with  the 
Lord." 

He  pauses,  and  the  choh-  chant  the 
Amen,  which  floats  over  the  prostrate 
thousands. 

"  Through  the  prayers  and  merits 
of  the  blessed  Mary,  ever  Virgin,  of  the 
blessed  Michael  the  Archangel,  of  the 
blessed  John  the  Baptist,  of  the  hoi}' 
Apostles  Peter  and  Paul,  and  all  Saints, 
may  the  omnipotent  God  have  mercy  upon 
you ;  may  your  sins  be  remitted,  and  Jesus 
Christ  lead  you  to  eternal  life." 
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Again  tlie  Amen  rings  out  in  ricli  and 
mellowed  strains. 

*'  Indulgence,  absolution,  and  remis- 
sion of  all  your  sins,  space  for  true  and 
faithful  repentance,  hearts  ever  contrite, 
and  amendment  of  life,  may  the  omnipo- 
tent and  merciful  God  afford  you." 

''Amen." 

Then  rising,  and  stretching  out  his 
hands,  and  making  the  sign  of  the  cross  in 
front  and  on  each  side  as  he  pronounces 
the  holy  names,  the  Pope  continues — 

"  And  may  the  blessing  of  the  Omni- 
potent Grod,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
descend  upon  you  and  remain  with  you  for 
ever.      Amen." 

At  the  word  descendat,  the  Pontiff 
stretches  out  his  hands  towards  heaven, 
and  then  folds  them  on  his  breast.  The 
Cardinal  Deacon  then  comes  forward  and 
reads  in  Latin  and  Italian  the  Bull  of  the 
Pope,  conceding  a  plenary  indulgence  to 
all  those  who  have  worthily  assisted  at  the 


EASTElf    IX   THE    CITY.  189 

Sacrament.  The  indulgences  are  cast 
among  tlie  people.  The  military  bands 
break  forth,  and  the  thunder  of  the  guns 
of  St.  Angelo  declares  that  the  Pope  of 
Eome  hath  blessed  the  human  race ;  that 
is,  hath  given  his  apostohcal  benediction, 
''Urbi  et  orli,''  and  later  the  fiery  dome  of  St. 
Peter's,  visible  across  the  Cariipagna  in  the 
glistening  twilight,  heralds  the  same  fact 
to  the  peasant,  watching  in  his  hovel  with 
his  wife  and  little  ones,  on  yon  Alban 
range. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

EASTEE   IX   THE    CONVENT. 

The  cliamber  in  wliicli  the  Marquis  of 
Pianesse  reposed  in  the  Convent  of  La 
Tour  was  darkened,  and  tlie  Arclibisliop 
of  Turin  entered  with  that  stealthy  step, 
the  shrinking  homage  which  man  involun- 
tarily renders  to  death. 

''  The  Church's  salvation  to  you,  my 
Lord,"  whispered  the  Archbishop  ;  ''  accept 
the  blessing  which  our  Holy  Father  will 
soon  be  pronouncing  from  the  balcony  of 
St.  Peter's  on  this  our  grand  Christian 
festival.  How  is  your  head  to-day  ?  I 
think  the  swelling  is  less.  I  half  expected 
to  see  you  at  mass." 


EASTEE    IN   THE    CONVENT.  191 

"  I  made  tlie  effort  to  come,"  replied 
the  Marquis,  "  but  was  obliged  to  leave, 
as  tlie  cliantiiig  made  my  liead  tlu^ob 
so  much.  But  I  want  to  hear  the  news, 
and  the  results ;  for,  with  your  leave, 
as  you  don't  emphasize  the  third  com- 
mandment, I'll  employ  to-day  in  an  official 
despatch,  and  send  it  off  to  his  Royal 
Highness." 

"  Here's  a  fellow  outside  can  give  us 
information,  for  he's  just  doA^^i  from  the 
mountains." 

"  Then  usher  him  in. — My  friend,  relate 
to  us  how  the  Church's  work  has  prospered 
in  your  hands,  and  whether  you  have  sent 
these  Tnsabatlias  to  the  place  from  whence 
they  sprang  ?" 

"  It  has  fared  well  with  us,  my  Lord," 
replied  the  man,  smiling  grimly.  ''  We 
have  had  a  body  of  chosen  apostles  in  these 
Irish ;  they  have  earned  anyhow  a  decora- 
tion of  the  Holy  Ghost." 

'^  Hold  3?  our  tongue,  and  reply  to  the 
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question  you  are  asked.  Did  the  soldiers 
get  into  tlieir  quarters  ?" 

"  Cosj)eUo  I  we  got  in  easily  enough, 
and  were  well  housed.  I  don't  know  when 
I  had  a  more  comfortable  supper  than  on 
Friday;  saving  your  presence,  my  Lord 
Archbishop ;  for  our  long  walk  made  us 
break  our  fast,  and  I  was  really  sorry  the 
Holy  Mother  Church  made  me  cut  up  the 
old  and  the  httle  ones  at  daybreak.  But 
when  once  we  began  we  soon  got  our  blood 
hot,  and  went  at  it  with  zeal.  Dalli  !  For 
my  part  I  killed  two  or  three  children  be- 
longing to  that  farm  of  La  Baudene,  who, 
I  suppose,  had  taken  refuge  in  the  moun- 
tains." 

''Archbishop,"  interrupted  the  Mar- 
quis, in  a  feeble  voice,  ''  our  counsel  has 
come  to  good  effect,  and  the  soul  of  the 
Marchioness  will  now  rest  in  peace.  Her 
last  bequest  has  been  nobly  carried 
out." 

"  It  has.   Marquis  ;    these   scenes  mav 
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form  a  source  of  consolation  to  you  on  your 
dying  pillow.  You  certainly  have  carried 
out  most  accurately  the  programme  arranged 
at  the  last  meeting  of  the  Consilium  cle  Pro- 
jpagandd  Fide,  et  Extirpandis  Hcereticis.'' 

''  The  only  drawback  is  that  the  apos- 
tate dog  has  escaped  me,  and  has  carried 
off  the  girl ;  I  fear  there  is  treachery  in  our 
camp,  for  from  what  Mandohn  said,  he  had 
been  drugged  by  Malvicino,  after  he  had 
heard  the  traitor  discoursing  with  the  pri- 
soner. I  have  ordered  out  a  party  of  soldiers 
to  capture  that  plotting  Abbot  of  Pignerol ; 
I  hope  they  have  found  some  traces  of  him, 
but  I  have  not  heard  anything  yet.  I  have 
put  such  a  price  on  both  their  heads  as 
shall  be  a  dowry  for  the  daughter  of  the 
man  who  catches  them.  If  I  can  only 
catch  him  I'll  make  my  saddle  out  of  his 
hide,  and  my  bridle  of  the  tanned  skin  of 
the  apostate.  Come  here,  soldier,  have  you 
heard  any  tiling  which  can  help  you  to  form  an 
idea  how  many  were  massacred  yesterday?" 

VOL.  III.  0 
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''  I  lieard  several  discussing  it,  and 
those  v^lio  reckoned  our  troops,  and  tlie 
population,  say  that  we  killed  about  four 
thousand." 

"  Four  thousand !  Tliink  of  that,  Arch- 
bishop. I  told  you  we  would  have  a  Bar- 
tholomew on  a  smaller  scale." 

'^  Gloria  in  excelsis  JDeo,''  rejoined  the 
primate ;  ''I  think  yours  is  one  of  the 
most  complete  victories  the  Church  has 
yet  achieved ;  your  ingenuity,  your  skill, 
your  forces,  and  the  success  which  has 
attended  your  self-denying  efforts,  will 
place  your  name  on  the  records  of  history 
as  one  who  has  earned  nobility  less  by  his 
birth  than  by  his  own  meritorious  deeds. 
You  will  cause  a  thrill  of  joy  in  the  Vatican 
and  through  the  College  of  Cardinals,  and 
your  name  will  be  a  popular  Catholic  toast 
in  Italy." 

"  Oh^  Archbishop,  I  am  an  unworthy 
instrument ;  those  whom  the  Church  uses 
for  her  great  designs  must  not  rob  her  of 
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tlie  glory.  I  liope  you  will  grant  me  abso- 
lution, and  secure  my  salvation,  and  not 
let  me  sujffer  on  my  death-bed  wliat  tlie 
sainted  Marchioness  did.  If  tliis  had  hap- 
pened before,  it  would  have  soothed  her  at 
the  last;  but  our  work  is  not  complete. 
There's  that  village  of  Rora,  which  some- 
how I  have  overlooked.  I  thought  I  should 
have  tricked  them  yesterday,  and  I  sent 
five  hundred  men  against  them,  but  2^er 
Baccho,  our  troops  got  beaten  by  only  a 
handful  of  some  six  or  eio'ht.  That's  a  blot 
on  my  escutcheon.  I  have  sent  another 
band  to-day,  so  that  I  think  before  night- 
fall we  shall  add  Eora  to  the  number  of  con- 
verted places,  and  to  the  heritage  of  the 
Church.  Here,  give  me  pen  and  ink,  and 
111  write  and  explain  that  it  was  a  mis- 
take, and  then  we  shall  trip  them  up 
easily." 

So  saying,    the    Marquis  took   up    his 
pen  and  wrote  : — 

''  If  they  meant  to  attack  you^  it  was 
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not  by  my  orders.  The  troops  which  I 
command  never  made  any  such  wicked 
attempt.  It  can  only  have  been  a  horde  of 
Piedmont ese  vagabonds.  You  would  have 
done  me  a  pleasure  if  you  had  cut  them  in 
pieces."* 

'^  There,  I've  signed  and  sealed  it.  That 
will  be  enough  to  satisfy  them,  I  think,  and 
I'll  send  this  to  them  by  a  messenger,  who,  if 
he  is  quick,  will  overtake  Count  Christo- 
pher. Let  him  read  it  to  them  first,  and 
don't  let  our  men  move  on  for  an  hour  or 
two  afterwards,  so  that  they  may  be  in  a 
state  of  security." 

''  God  speed  the  work.  Marquis.  But 
look,  if  your  eye  can  bear  the  light.  The 
valley  of  Lucerna  stiU  smokes.  There 
among  those  trees  the  smoke  arises  in 
dense  and  black  columns,  as  if  the  holy 
work  was  going  on  to-day.  You  have 
been  favoured  in  having  zealous  soldiers, 
especially  those  lambs  of  the  Church  from 

*  These  are  the  very  words  Pianesse  used. 
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Ireland.  I  sliould  like  a  guard  of  tliem  in 
my  palace.  All !  look  yonder,  on  tlie  crag 
of  Castelluzzo ;  tliere  is  a  large  group. 
Perhaps  they  are  going  to  convert  a  lieretic. 
If  so.  Marquis,  tlie  Virgin  grants  you  tliis 
compensation,  though  you  are,  as  it  were, 
on  your  sick-bed.  You  will  see  the  spec- 
tacle at  a  distance  without  fatigue  or  labour. 
Here  is  your  glass,  my  Lord." 

''Yes,  the  hour  is  come,"  continued 
the  Archbishop.  "These  Apostolicals,  these 
Insahathas,  these  Gazares,  these  harbets, 
who  have  so  long  defied  the  Holy  Roman 
Church,  must  now  perish.  Ah,  there's  a 
movement.  Are  they  going  to  throw  some- 
body ofi"?  Grazie  a  Dio.  We  shall  uproot 
them  at  last,  and  I  shall  get  a  Cardinal's 
hat!" 

Reader,  that  little  Church  still  clings  to 
those  changeless  Alps ! 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

EASTER   AMONG   THE    EEMNANT. 

"  See  you  tliat  village  yonder, 
"With,  the  RTinsliine  on  its  roofs  ?     It  smiles,  like  one 
Who  boasts  of  some  sliort-lived  impunity  ! 
Grlittering  it  stands  among  its  orchards,  bowers, 
And  vines — look  down — 'tis  Rora  !  ay,  'tis  Rora  !" 
Aubrey  de  Vere,  Fall  of  Eoea,  Act  III.  Scene  4. 

A  SOLITARY  bell  still  rings  among  the  moun- 
tains of  Eora.  In  all  tlie  otlier  liamlets 
and  villages  in  tlie  valleys  of  Lucerna  and 
Angrogna  tliere  is  silence  on  that  Easter 
Sunday ; — siglis  tliere  are  indeed  of  the  be- 
reaved, and  the  groans  of  the  dying  mingle 
with  the  shrieks  of  the  wounded,  but  no 
bells  summon  the  Protestant  worshippers 
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to  celebrate  the  crowning  trutli  of  their 
rehgion,  the  resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ. 

The  flocks  have  been  scattered,  the 
pastors  massacred,  and  of  the  very  temples 
not  one  stone  is  left  standing  upon  another. 
Rora  has  as  yet  proved  a  mountain  sanc- 
tuary, for  it  has  been  overlooked  by  Pia- 
nesse  in  the  distribution  of  his  billets,  and 
as  yet  the  upland  hamlet  is  unstained  by 
blood  and  unscathed  by  the  flame. 

That  plaintive  bell !  last  protest  of 
apostohcal  truth  in  the  ear  of  heaven  I  its 
echoes  ring  among  the  rocks  as  of  yore. 

Alas !  for  the  last  time.  The  Roman 
Catholic  in  his  cruel  zeal  might  purposely 
have  spared  that  one  bell,  for  its  sound 
caused  refined  mental  tortm^e  to  the 
wounded  and  dymg,  who  were  lying  on 
those  hill  sides.  It  reminded  them  of  the 
past,  and  of  what  had  ceased  to  be. 

That  solitary  bell !  boldly  vocal,  when 
all  the  others  in  the  valley  beneath  have 
perished  in  the  wreck.  It  must  have  thriUed 
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tlie  liearts  of  the  forlorn  worshippers  wlio 
liad  assembled  there  to  bend  the  knee  to 
their  father's  God. 

"My  beloved  brethren,"  said  Janavel, 
who  had  quitted  his  post  of  observation  for 
the  celebration  of  Divine  worship,  "let  us 
gather  together  our  sad  relics  and  wor- 
ship God  on  the  Sabbath-day.  Truly  the 
sights  of  yesterday  may  cause  even  a 
man's  heart  to  weep.  Lucille,  Eenee, 
bring  Etienne  along  with  you,  and  the 
other  survivors  of  our  ravaged  household. 
Let  us  hear  the  voice  of  comfort  out  of 
God's  Word.  Kaynald  is  on  the  look-out 
below.  I  fear  Pastor  Leger  has  met  with 
a  disaster  and  cannot  come." 

The  mournfnl  remnant  then  gathered 
together  and  entered  the  temple  in  un- 
broken silence. 

"  My  friends,  we  have  assembled  here, 
and  it  may  be  for  the  last  time  on  earth ;  I 
will  endeavour  to  supply  our  Moderator's 
place." 
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"  0  Lord,"  exclaimed  Janavel,  after  he 
had  ascended  the  pulpit,  ''  look  upon  this 
remnant  and  have  compassion,  for  our  tears 
are  tears  of  blood ;  for  thy  dear  Son's  sake 
look  upon  all  those  who  have  been  afflicted 
and  tormented.  Keep  us  steadfast  in  hope 
of  thy  eternal  glory,  and  after  we  have 
suffered  may  we  be  exalted  to  thy  right 
hand  for  our  Redeemer's  sake.  My  friends," 
continued  Janavel,  '^  our  cup  is  bitter,  be- 
cause it  is  one  of  actual  experience.  But 
be  steadfast.  If  we  suffer  with  Him,  we 
shall  also  reign  with  Him.  Heaven  is  our 
home.  Oh  !  look  to  the  state  of  your  own 
souls,  whether  you  have  made  your  peace 
with  God  through  Jesus  Christ.  My  friends, 
I  can  hardly  address  you  ;  my  heart  is  full, 
my  feehngs  overpower  me.  I  look  around 
me,  and  I  see  the  sad  remnant  of  that  once 
happy  home  where  I  dwelt  surrounded  by 
so  many  loved  ones.  Oh  where  are  you  all 
now  ?  Father,  father,  art  thou  gone  ? 
Would  that  I  could  risk  my  life  for  thine 
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— sisters  Marguerite,  Madeleine,  and  my 
little  ones ! 

''  0  God,  do  I  forget  the  sanctity  of 
tliis  place  ?  Nay,  tliou  God  of  the  father- 
less and  widow,  let  our  hearts  cry  aloud  to 
thee.  Such  sorrow  as  ours,  from  its  cause 
and  from  its  very  excess,  is,  as  it  were, 
holy.  Oh,  my  friends,  pray  that  we  may  be 
one  in  Christ,  and  look  forward  to  perfect 
union  in  God's  eternal  kingdom.  Pray,  one 
and  all,  for  yourselves  and  for  each  other. 
Let  us  be  true  to  one  another,  and  do 
what  we  lawfully  can  to  the  last  to  protect 
our  shrines  and  the  lives  and  honour  of 
our  wives  and  daughters.  0  God,  who 
givest  not  victory  to  the  many,  strengthen 
us  that  we  may  be  like  Gideon,  and  that 
at  the  rebuke  of  one  man  thousands  may 
flee." 

"Father,"  exclaimed  Raynald,  hastily 
coming  in,  ''there  is  a  knot  of  men  on 
Castelluzzo.  I  fear  there  is  some  execution. 
I  cannot  exactly  make  the  figures  out,  but  I 
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tkink  I  can  see  a  monk  and  an  officer,  some- 
tliino-  like  tlie  one  who  delivered  Gastaldo's 
edict,  and  wlio  robbed  ns  of  Ardoine  ;  some 
soldiers  and  an  aged  man,  wlio  seems  bonnd 
together  band  and  foot.  Ob,  fatber,  my  beart 
bas  its  miso-iyinofs.  Wbat  if  it  sbonld  be 
my  grandfather  ?" 

''  Ob,  name  it  not,  boy,  name  it  not.  Let 
not  anticipation  add  anything  to  the  horrors 
of  the  actual  present ;  but  the  Lord  reigneth, 
let  the  earth  rejoice.  But  look — look  Eay- 
nald,  danger  is  at  hand.  I  see  the  glisten- 
ing of  armour  in  the  ravine  below ;  they 
will  attack  us  as  they  did  yesterday ;  pray 
for  us  sisters  and  mothers,  and  let  vour 
voices  ascend  to  heaven,  audible  amid  the 
din  of  battle.  They  are  coming  by  Cas- 
sulet.  I  have  eighteen  men  to-day;  dis- 
pose yourselves  in  three  bands  of  six,  fom' 
musketeers  and  two  slingers  in  each.  Quick, 
to  the  defile,  and  the  Lord  of  Hosts  defend 
us." 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

EASTER    ON   THE    MOUNTAINS. 

Malvicino  passed  tlie  remainder  of  tlie 
niglit  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage  and  disap- 
pointment at  tlie  narrow  escape  of  his 
victim,  for  the  thought  that  she  had  been 
ahnost  witliin  his  very  grasp  was  more 
exasperating  than  the  consciousness  of 
being  completely  bafiled  in  his  pm-suit. 

*'  Well,  soldiers,"  he  exclaimed,  address- 
ing his  band,  "  we  must  not  omit  to  do 
the  Church's  work.  Bring  your  prisoners 
out,  we'll  breakfast  al  fresco :  it  must  not 
be  said  that  we  left  this  refuge  standing. 
Then  pile  up  the  hay,  fill  the  rooms  with 
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straw  after  jouVe  raade  some  tinder  of  the 
furniture  an d  floors." 

"It's  a  pity  it's  not  in  tlie  night,"  re- 
marked Stephano  ;  ''  it  would  have  made  a 
glorious  bonfire." 

"  It  would  have  reminded  me  of  the 
illumination  of  St.  Peter's,  which  I  saw 
three  years  ago,"  observed  Gaspardo  ;  '^  and 
which  I  suppose  takes  place  to-night." 

''Ah!"  muttered  Berru,  ''it's  a  pity 
there's  no  old  hag  inside ;  there  were 
several  yesterday  grilled  on  the  straw  on 
which  they  lay.  It's  a  fine  day,  this  Easter 
Sunday.  I  fear  the  sun  will  put  your  fire 
out.  Holy  Father." 

"  You  must  prevent  that ;  heap  on  wood 
and  stubble.  I  see  one  of  the  walls  sway- 
ing. Tliis  job  will  tire  you  and  take  some 
time;  so  after  this,  we  will  go  to  the  heights 
of  Castelluzzo." 

After  some  hours  the  farm  of  Cha- 
briol  was  a  total  wreck,  and  over  the 
blackened     remnant    of    its   hntel    might 
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be   written  tlie   sacred   adage,  ''  Fro  con^ 
versione  licereticorum  /" 

"  Arrali !"  sliouted  Tracy.  ''  Agragli," 
as  lie  stepped  into  tlie  middle  of  the  ruins, 
and  threw  np  his  ragged  cap  into  the  air, 
exclaiming,  ''  God  an'  the  blissed  Mother, 
and  the  thrue  Chnrch  for  iver." 

?1J  ?^  *  ^r  T^ 

Castelluzzo  stands  on  the  northern  side 
of  the  valley  of  Lucerna,  shooting  its  rocky 
ramparts  high  above  the  neighbonring 
craggy  offshoots  of  the  Yandalin.  We  stand 
upon  its  beethng  brow/ and  enjoy  the  scenes 
of  Nature  in  her  own  imperial  fastnesses. 

To  the  right  of  us  is  La  Gardetat,  to 
which  the  ridge  of  the  Alp  La  Garde  forms 
a  background.  Further  off  rises  the  peak 
of  Le  Serres,  edged  by  the  bulwark  of  the 
Palavas,  the  landmark  of  the  Col  de  la 
Croix,  the  pass  from  Italy  into  France. 
Col  Bariound  rises  in  majestic  outline,  with 
its  sides  dappled  with  stray  waifs  of  floating 
mist,  which  add  to  the  effects  of  the  hghts 
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and  shadows  of  tlie  landscape.  Le  Pis, 
Geannet  and  Cliabra  Roussa  are  next  dis- 
cerned in  tlieir  individuality. 

Continuing  our  semi-panoramic  sweep, 
we  observe,  nearly  in  front  of  us,  Monte 
Friouland,  with  its  patches  of  winter  snow 
still  lying  in  its  narrow  ravines,  while 
Cassulet  and  Brouard  form  part  of  its  lower 
and  descending  ridge.  We  trace  the  path 
winding  up  the  slopes  of  Brouard  leading 
to  the  village  of  Rora,  which  hes  in  front 
of  us,  hidden  by  the  opposite  range,  and 
behind  those  meadows  surnamed  Pian  Pra. 
The  hills  then  trend  downwards  into  the 
valley  and  plain,  and  on  our  extreme  left, 
having  crossed  the  valley,  we  observe  Les 
Cotieres  of  St.  Jean  and  La  Yachere.  The 
eye  rests  on  the  hamlets  half  buried  in  the 
chestnut  groves,  which  dot  the  scene. 
Yillar,  Charnices,  Bonnet,  and  Taillaret,  he 
scattered  about  in  their  irregular  groups. 
The  hamlet  St.  Marguerite  adjoins  the 
capital  La  Tour,  the  head  quarters  of  the 
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Roman  Catliolic  army  of  occupation.  Be- 
yond are  tlie  wliite  buildings  of  Lucerna, 
Lucernette,  Fenil,  Bubiano,  and  St.  Jean ; 
wliile  bounding  our  view  and  rising  in  soli- 
tary caprice  from  tlie  horizon  is  the  conical 
liill  of  Cavour,  whicli  nature  has  placed  as  an 
outwork  to  these  impregnable  retreats  of  a 
fugitive  church.  Other  hamlets  stud  the 
plain,  beyond  the  point  where  the  Clusone 
and  the  Felice  join  the  Po,  and  far  in  the 
misty  distance  we  discern  a  white  speck, 
which  assigns  the  position  of  Turin. 

The  eye  traces  with  gleeful  wonder  the 
mnding  of  the  Felice,  some  thousands  of 
feet  beneath,  whose  roar  is  distinctly  audible 
upon^the  heights  of  Castelluzzo ;  while  the 
white  circle  of  its  foam  battling  with  the 
stones  adds  another  hue  to  the  varied  colours 
of  the  landscape.  Immediately  beneath  us 
are  massive  fragments,  once  portions  of 
the  rock  on  which  we  stand,  dislodged  by 
ISTature's  own  artifice,  after  the  lapse  of 
centuries,  then  thrown  in  sterile  solemnity 
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at  the  base  of  tlie  rock,  whose  alpine  pinnacle 
tliey  once  crowned.  Dark  and  drear 
patches  on  the  landscape  are  the  proofs  of 
the  deluge  of  flame  and  ravage  of  yester- 
day, while  many  a  cheerfal  homestead, 
visible  on  Good  Friday,  has  by  Easter  Sun- 
day been  completely  erased  from  the  scene. 

''  Come,  old  white-haired  hypocrite,' ' 
shouted  Stephano,  addressing  Rodolphe, 
after  they  had  reached  the  brow  of  Castel- 
luzzo,  "  you've  been  a  harhet,  and  disputed 
with  the  great  Marco  Aureho  Rorengo.  So 
here's  your  pulpit ;  now  wave  your  right 
hand,  as  you  do  at  the  end  of  a  long- 
winded  sentence." 

"You  can  preach  to  the  wolves  and 
eagles,"  interrupted  Sebastian  with  a  grin; 
"  or  rather,  it  may  be,  they  will  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  you." 

"  What's  the  weight  of  the  old  fellow  ?" 
asked  Ribaud ;  *'  he'll  not  roll  as  well  as 
one  of  our  large  cannon  shot,  but  if  he 
won't  roll,  he  might  fly." 

VOL.   III.  P 
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"  In  that  case  you  should  make  him 
lighter;  send  him  down  to  the  valley  to 
get  his  teeth  drawn ;  shall  I  take  one  of 
his  grinders  out  with  my  poignard  ?" 

"  Comrades,  comrades,"  exclaimed  Pa- 
relles,  '^the  Virgin  will  blush  to  see  you 
treat  an  old  man  in  this  way ;  you  seem 
more  like  devils  than  men.  You  can  earn 
your  indulgence  without  all  this  extra  work. 
The  fresh  air  and  the  sunshine  ought  to  be 
enough  to  fellows  hke  you,  who  have  been 
so  long  rotting  in  prison." 

"  Hark  to  the  blasphemer.  Holy  Father  ; 
shall  we  add  another  saint  to  our  calendar 
to-day,  and  fling  this  fellow  into  purgatory 
or  hell  ?  "What  were  we  let  out  for  if  it 
was  not  to  convert  or  kill  ?" 

"  Well,  gintlemen,  what  are  you  afther 
at  all,  at  all ;  and  do  you  understand  me, 
old  Masther  ?  have  not  I  larnt  your  blarney 
sence  I  came  into  this  counthry — as  I  come 
from  the  kings  of  Connaught,  who  go  right 
up  to  JSToah — if  we  had  this  cripple  on  the 
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Macgillicuddy  Reeks,  witli  a  kit  of  our  own 
bojSj  we'd  put  all  his  weiglit  into  a  rowlin 
stone  and  make  kis  banes  like  a  tater 
keap." 

"I  wisk,"  answered  G-aspardo,  "tkat 
we  kad  kis  vile  ckurck  and  people  below  us 
kere,  and  tkat  we  could  pitck  kim  in  among 
tkem  to  say  tke  Amen." 

'^  Amassa  Barhet,  Amassa  Barhet,  die 
ne  se  veul  loas  fe  Ghristian,^'  skouted  Berru, 
in  wkick  tke  otkers  joined  in  one  fell 
ckorus. 

''  God  of  our  fatkers,"  murmured  Ro- 
dolpke,  ''tke  road  wkick  leads  to  tky 
kingdom  is  rougk.  Let  tky  presence 
brigkten  it,  gracious  Saviour,  and  give  me 
tke  peace  of  God  wkick  passetk  all  under- 
standing. Lord,  lay  not  tkis  sin  to  tkeir 
ckarge,  but  bring  tkem  to  tke  same  Sa- 
viour." 

"  Wkat's  tkat  your  saying,  old  yelper  ?" 

"  I  am  only  commending  my  soul  to 
my  Saviour,  for  I  see  tkat  you  will  kave 
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my  life,  and  I  pray  that  this  sin  may  not  be 
laid  to  your  charge." 

"  Sin  laid  to  our  charge !  the  Pope 
tells  us  to  do  it,  and  St.  Peter  up  there 
books  it  to  our  credit.  We  shall  win  the 
Virgin's  smile,  for  our  priest  tells  us  that 
our  blessed  Lady  hates  nothing  but  heretics, 
and  that  if  a  heretic  came  into  heaven  by 
accident,  she'd  walk  out." 

''  Come,  come,  you  ranter,  leave  that 
sort  of  thing  to  our  priest  here.  He  knows 
more  about  what  the  Virgin  thinks  than 
you  do.  Lend  us  a  hand  here.  Have  you 
got  your  tackle  all  ready  ?" 

"  All  right.  Here  is  the  cord ;  come 
now,  white  pate,  don't  be  restive.  I'll 
warrant  you  for  an  egg  at  Easter." 

"  Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly," 
said  the  patriarch,  without  answering  the 
taunt. 

Seizing  the  captive,  two  soldiers  held 
him  while  two  others  proceeded  to  tie  his 
feet  together. 
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"Hold,  hold,"  said  one;  "that's  not 
the  way.  There,  give  us  the  old  fellow's 
head,  now  open  his  knees,  duck  it  down, 
Cormggio !  There  put  his  head  on  his 
pillow,  now  then,  pull  away.'* 

"  The  Lord  is  on  my  side,"  gasped  the 
preacher  of  the  gospel,  "  I  will  not  fear 
what  man  can  do  to  me." 

"  Stay,  you'll  break  his  back,  poor 
wi^etch,"  said  Parelles. 

"  Put  shoes  on  your  own  geese,  you 
chicken-hearted  heretic.  Don't  you  see 
he  wants  a  nap  ?  Is  not  his  head  snugly 
jammed  in  between  his  knees  ?" 

"  Hold  on !  Dcdli !  now  for  the  cord. 
Stretch  out  his  wings,  if  he  is  to  fly. 
There,  tie  the  arms  to  the  legs,  tliis  fashion. 
That's  Pianesse's  new  style." 

"What's  the  time?"  inquired  Sebas- 
tian; "it's  getting  on  for  twelve  by  the 
look  of  the  sun ;  there,  I  hear  the  guns  of 
the  fortress  beneath." 

"  By  Pope  Pius  lY.,  who  gave  the  cup 


214        THE    SIX    SISTEES    OF   THE    VALLEYS. 

to  the  laity  of  Austria,  down  on  your  knees, 
you  sinners,"  cried  Malvicino ;  "  are  you  so 
graceless  as  not  to  remember  that  it's 
Easter  Sunday,  and  that  our  Holy  Father's 
in  the  balcony  of  St.  Peter's  giving  his 
blessing  P" 

"  "Well,"  said  Eibaud,  "  I  thought  I  felt 
a  warmth  come  over  me  inside,  just  as 
when  I  get  a  drop  of  good  old  Monte  Fias- 
chone." 

"  Cease  your  blasphemies,  or  we'll 
gibbet  you.  Down  all  on  your  knees  and 
cross  yourselves.  '  In  nomine  Domini, 
Filii,  et  Spiritus  Sancti,'  Amen,"  said 
Malvicino. 

''  Amen,"  replied  the  soldiers,  as  the 
band  of  murderers  knelt  silently  in  the 
sight  of  heaven,  and  after  a  pause  rose 
together. 

"  Now  then,  after  prayer  work ;  is  not 
that  the  order.  Father  Confessor  ?  That's 
what  some  of  you  keep  thundering  out 
in  your  pulpits." 
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"  Stay,"  said  Malvicino,  "  my  office  is 
to  the  last  merciful.  We  must  absolve 
ourselves  by  offering  kim  a  chance  of  re- 
pentance." 

"  Xot  much  use,  these  heretics  are  as 
hard  as  this  granite." 

"Eodolphe,"  said  Malvicino,  ''recant 
and  promise  to  go  to  mass,  and  we  will 
take  you  home  again." 

''J^ever,  never.  I  have  served  my 
Master  eighty-five  years,  and  I'm  not  going 
to  fall  off  now." 

"  Look,"  continued  the  Abbot,  holding 
out  the  crucifix,  "you  know  this  figm^e. 
Ess  this,  and  I  swear  to  you  by  the  Pope 
of  E-ome  that  not  one  hair  of  your  head 
shall  be  hurt." 

"  Xever,  never,"  said  the  old  man  ;  ''I 
will  never  worship  the  base  image." 

'^  Come,  don't  be  obstinate ;  for  your 
fate  trembles.  Cry  out  '  Ave  Maria,  gratioi 
'plena,  ora^ro  nolis,'  Come,  there  can't  be 
much  harm  in  saying  a  word  to  the  Virgin, 
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and  look,  tliis  sword  cuts  your  cords  in 
no  time,  and  you  shall  have  that  farm 
where  the  lot  of  you  lived,  all  to  your- 
self." 

*'  Never,  never,"  rejoined  the  old  man  ; 
*'  Father  of  heaven,  is  it  not  written  in  thy 
Word,  '  Be  thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I 
will  give  thee  a  crown  of  life'?  " 

"It's  no  use,  Holy  Father,"  interposed 
Sebastian.  "He'd  better  send  down  the 
measure  of  his  grave-clothes  for  his  daugh- 
ters to  stitch.  [N'ow  make  your  will.  Who 
is  to  have  the  farm  ?  or  will  you  make 
your  codicil  in  purgatory,  for  you'll  be 
there  till  the  day  of  judgment." 

"  Aged  father,  recant.  Here,  Eibaud, 
place  this  crucifix  in  his  hands  ;  make  him 
clasp  it.  You  might,"  said  Malvicino, 
whispering  to  him,  "  for  your  daughters 
recanted  in  the  convent,  and  they  have 
reaped  the  benefit." 

"  You  speak  to  one  who  knows  the  arts 
of  Eome,"    answered    Eodolphe.     "Lord 
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Jesus,  reveal  thyself  to  me  as  to  thy 
martyr  Stephen,  and  let  thy  strength  be 
made  perfect  in  weakness." 

"  Come  boys,  Hft  him  up ;  there,  have 
you  got  him  ?  Now  mind  the  word — 
off.  There,  just  see  that  you  work  well 
together.  Now  for  our  flying  eagle. 
Halloa!  Satan,  look  out  and  catch  him, 
for  he's  off  now." 

"  Ochnow,  and  stop,  let  me  git  a  howld 
on  him — give  me  a  leg.  Is  there  not  a 
hundhred  days'  indulgence  promised  ?  no, 
what  am  I  thinkin'  of,  not  a  hundhred,  but 
a  planary  indulgence  to  all  who  help  at  the 
holy  wark.  If  I  touch  the  owld  boy  it  will 
make  me  score  nine  and  a  half,  for  this  one 
is  not  all  to  myself  at  all." 

"  Stop,  soldiers  of  the  cross,"  said 
Malvicino.  ''  Eest  your  burden.  Look  up, 
harlet^  before  you  die.  Do  you  see  across 
the  valley  yonder  ?  You  can  trace  those  fel- 
lows creeping  up  the  hill  side.  Those  are 
some  of  the  Duke's  soldiers.     They  have 
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got  a  message  for  tlie  loyal  town  of  Eora. 
Any  commands  to  send  there  ?" 

' '  Godpreserve  my  daughters, ' '  whispered 
Rodolphe,  ''and  any  others  of  my  loved  ones 
who  have  taken  refuge  there ;  God  bless  my 
httle  grandsons ;  God  shield  thee,  my  Ar- 
doine,  thou  canst  not  rescue  us.  Echard, 
turn  your  thoughts  to  your  Saviour,  for  you 
will  soon  meet  him." 

"  Look  there,"  continued  the  Abbot, 
placing  his  hand  so  as  to  shade  his  eyes, 
''  how  they  creep  along.  One  can  almost 
tell  who  they  are.  It  is  evidently  Count 
Christopher  vfho  is  at  their  head,  and  I 
warrant  he'll  do  the  Church  good  service 
this  bright  Easter  Sunday." 

''Halloa!"  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  after 
a  pause,  "  what's  that  ?  They  have  come 
to  a  stand-still.  I  see  the  flash  of  the 
arquebus.  It  comes  from  above.  It  is 
not  our  fellows  who  are  firing.  All  ye  holy 
Popes  of  Eome,  some  of  them  fall !  Why 
if  the  dogs  are  not  showing  their  teeth. 
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jSTow  mark  the  rolling  stones,  how  they 
crash  among  the  trees  and  snap  those 
birches.  I  see  a  band  on  the  upper  rock. 
There  is  one  tall  man  surrounded  by  eight 
others.  Pope  Celestin  !  ten  men  can't  re- 
pulse five  hundred — ^half  a  division." 

"It's  Janavel,"  whispered  Eodolphe  to 
E  chard,  who  lay  bound  by  his  side  :  "  God 
preserve  and  bless  my  boy,"  and  he  opened 
his  eyes  and  looked  steadily  in  that  direc- 
tion, though  he  was  sufiering  agony  from 
his  unnatural  position. 

"  God  of  Israel,  who  strengthened  thy 
people  oft  against  the  enemy,  uphold  us  in 
our  weak  efforts." 

''  The  devil's  plague  hght  on  them," 
cried  Malvicino ;  "they  flee.  I  see  the 
leader  and  his  eight  men  leaping  among 
the  rocks  hke  goats.  Satan  fights  for  those 
mountaineers." 

"Say  rather,"  added  Eodolphe,  "that 
it  is  God  who  fights  for  us.  Thank  God  if 
He  has  again  given  us  the  victory.     Kot 
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unto  US,  but  unto  thy  name  give  tlie  praise. 
Gracious  Father,  how  thou  canst  give  con- 
solation in  the  darkest  hour  !" 

"They  flee,  they  flee.  I  see  them 
crushed  beneath  the  stones.  They  leave 
their  dead.  Why  there  must  be  sixty 
bodies  strewn  on  the  ground.  Brethren, 
let  us  gain  the  victory  here.  To  atone  for 
the  slaughter  of  the  saints,  let  us,  in  the 
name  of  the  Holy  Popes,  do  the  Church's 
vengeance  on  this  hoary-headed  heretic. 
Now,  soldiers,  are  you  ready  ?     If  so,  ofi*." 

"  One — two — three — and  away,"  cried 
out  the  soldiers  together. 

"  God  bless  my  daughters,  my  Ardoine, 
my  little  Etienne,"  cried  Rodolphe,  as  he 
swayed  through  the  air;   "thanks  be   to 

God  who  giveth  us  the  victory  through " 

The  rest  was  not  spoken  in  human  hearing. 

There  was  a  pause.  The  soldier's  hands 
were  empty.  There  was  one  human  being 
less  upon  that  rock.  A  fearful  form,  some- 
thing like  a  man,  bound  in  the  shape  of 
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a  ball,  with  Hs  arms  projecting,  is  cast 
athwart  the  sky.  It  hovers  for  a  moment 
in  mid  air.  It  descends  again.  Down  it 
goes  with  terrific  speed.  It  is  not  long 
in  the  air.  It  strikes  the  tree  on  which 
the  body  of  the  little  Bertin  had  rested  all 
night.  The  stiffened  corpse  is  shaken 
off,  and  falls  into  the  abyss,  rolling  onward 
nntil  it  jams  among  the  rocks  many  thou- 
sands of  feet  below.  That  human  mass  is 
hurled  against  a  crag,  and  rebounds. 
Lower  down  it  dashes  among  the  trees, 
snapping  the  branches,  leaving  a  stain  of 
blood  on  many  a  twisted  bough,  as  well  as 
scattered  hairs  upon  the  escarped  rock, 
near  which  none  have  ever  been  save  the 
dauntless  eagle.  Again  it  rolls  off  from 
crag  to  crag  until  at  last  it  is  arrested  by 
a  tree  projecting  from  a  large  block  of 
stone.  There  is  Eodolphe,  the  father  of 
the  valleys,  the  Moderator  of  those  Churches, 
a  martyr  ! — his  silvery  hair  is  clotted  and 
gory,  his  face  gashed  and  seamed,  his  limbs 
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broken.  He  is  caught  in  tlie  pathless  pre- 
cipice and  he  hves.  He  opens  his  eyes  and 
they  rest  on  his  beloved  valley,  on  the 
towers  of  La  Tour,  and  upon  the  hallowed 
scenes  of  a  lost  home  in  the  distance.  He 
sees" the  passers-by  thousands  of  feet  below 
as  they  return  from  mass.  His  own  parish- 
ioners may  see  him,  but  relief  is  hopeless — 
none  could  scale  that  height,  where  the  head 
turns  dizzy  and  the  blood  runs  cold.  The 
very  chamois  could  not  reach  him.  He  has 
done  with  the  world.  He  will  soon  be  in 
heaven.  But  oh,  had  human  ear  been  near 
they  might  have  heard  sounds.  The  gasp- 
ing of  prayer  sounds  upon  the  trackless 
crag. 

"  Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit.  Take 
me  to  thyself.  Thou  wilt  make  amends 
for  all.  Lord,  I  am  thine  even  unto 
death." 

Then  did  he  think  of  New  Year's  morn, 
and  of  the  words  which  he  spake.  They 
were  too  true ;  he  knew  not  that  Easter 
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Sunday  would  liave  verified  tliem  in  so  awful 
a  manner  in  Ms  own  case. 

The  sun  arose  the  next  day,  and  shone 
on  a  human  mass,  in  which  lingered  life ;  it 
circled  the  heavens,  and  the  second  day  it 
still  shone  on  a  living  martyr  in  his  rocky 
fastness,  immoveable,  wounded,  dying.  The 
angels  have  not  yet  wafted  his  spirit  into 
Abraham's  bosom.  The  sun  smites  him  by 
day  and  the  moon  by  night.  The  dews  of 
night  wash  his  bloody  cheeks  and  wet  his 
hair,  and  the  April  sun  dries  them.  On 
the  tliird  day  there  is  a  corpse  in  that 
consecrated  niche.  The  ravens  of  the 
valley  fly  around  the  rock,  they  have  come 
for  their  delicate  morsel ;  while  the  vultures 
of  the  Alps  may  strip  the  remains  and  fight 
for  the  carrion.  A  few  bones  bleaching  on 
the  bare  crag  are  the  martyr's  witness  in 
the  sight  of  heaven.  What  matter  ?  his 
soul  is  in  heaven,  and  his  body  shall  be 
raised  again  in  glory  at  the  resurrection  day. 

Eeader,  do  you  tremble  and  turn  from 


22i       THE    SIX    SISTEES    OF   THE   VALLEYS. 

tliis  revolting  picture  ?  I  have  only  told 
you  a  truthful  fact  of  history,  and  which, 
like  most  incidents  in  this  book,  took 
place  in  the  valleys  of  Piedmont  in  the 
year  of  grace,  1655. 


CHAPTEE  XXIII. 


ANTONY   MULLENIER. 


The  actors  paused — all  for  a  moment  were 
cliilled  with  the  horror  which  even  fallen 
human  nature  felt  at  the  scene,  but  the 
withering  influence  of  superstition  deadened 
the  misgivings  of  most,  and  bade  them 
rejoice  in  the  act,  as  doing  service  to  God, 
and  subservient  to  the  interests  of  the 
Holy  Church. 

"Father  Abbot,"  said  Eibaud,  ''we 
ought  to  commemorate  this  pious  work 
by  raising  a  heap  of  stones  or  a  cross  on 
the  brow  of  the  hill.  How  shall  we 
manage  it  ?  There  are  some  strips  of 
wood  lying  about.     Here  Sebastian  might 

VOL.    III.  Q 
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run  down  to  that  farm  and  bring  ns  some 
larger  pieces  and  a  nail.  Wait,  I  can  split 
tins  block  in  two  witli  my  sword." 

"  I  don't  see  that  we  need  take  so  mnch 
trouble,"  observed  Sebastian;  "here  are 
plenty  of  large  flat  stones,  and  we  can 
make  a  heap  here,  as  the  hunters  and  tra- 
vellers do  on  the  tops  of  the  different  passes 
and  cols.  We  can  raise  one  in  five  minutes 
which  shall  be  seen  from  La  Tour.  It 
will  be  the  old  man's  monument,  as  he'll 
get  no  sepulchre  down  there,  I  trow." 

"  He  will,"  rejoined  Malvicino,  in  atone 
of  sarcasm  ;  "  he'll  get  Jezebel's  grave,  the 
stomach  -of  the  birds  of  the  air,  but  the 
dogs,  I  think,  cannot  reach  him.  Ha !  ha  ! 
Gnaffe,  here  comes  some  wood ;  the  length 
will  about  do.  There,  let  us  rivet  these 
.  pieces  together,  and  place  this  sign  of  our 
salvation  on  the  mountain's  brow,  which 
has  been  consecrated  by  this  deed  of  faith." 

Echard,  who  had  witnessed  the  martyr- 
dom  of  Eodolphe,   lay  upon  the  ground 
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bound  hand  and  foot,  and  had  resigned 
himself  to  a  similar  fate.  In  his  last 
moments  he  strove  to  remember  the  truths 
which  Eodolphe,  Martha,  and  Ardoine  had 
interpreted,  and  which  had  gradually 
absorbed  his  soul.  Ardoine  doubtless  had 
been  captured,  and  it  was  in  vain  to  expect 
deliverance.  He  must  strengthen  himself 
in  the  God  of  these  maligned  heretics,  who, 
by  their  steadfast  faith  and  heroic  conduct 
shamed  the  merciless  fanaticism  of  the 
soldiers  of  Rome ;  he  would  implicitly  rest 
for  the  remission  of  his  sins,  and  for  his 
acceptance  before  God,  upon  the  finished 
sacrifice  of  Calvary. 

"  Better  make  a  pair  of  them.  Holy 
Abbot,"  said  Eibaud,  casting  wistful 
glances  at  E chard;  "an  old  man  and  a 
young  man.  They  slept  together  last 
night;  they  can  take  a  noonday  walk  in 
company." 

Malvicino  looked  at  his  rival,  and,  after 
a  moment's   hesitation,  remembering   the 
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failure  of  Ms  past  plans,  agreed  to  the 
soldier's  proposal.  "It  must  be  so," 
muttered  he  to  himself ;  "I  was  destined 
to  change  his  life.  Shall  I  tell  him  all  I 
know  before  he  dies  ?  But  why  should  I  ? 
I  want  no  more  than  to  get  him  out  of  my 
way.  Does  not  one  heretic  content  you, 
soldiers?"  added  he  aloud.  "Will  you 
spoil  this  fellow's  uniform  ?  Ah,  well,  if 
your  holy  zeal  will  give  the  Virgin  another 
sacrifice,  you  must  have  your  way.  By  the 
Great  Western  Schism,  I  should  like  the 
Marquis  to  see  our  vengeance.  We  know 
that  this  officer's  uniform  is  nothing  but 
the  devil's  livery,  and  hides  an  apostate's 
and  a  craven's  heart,  like  that  of  an  anti- 
pope." 

"Hold  on.  Riband,"  shouted  Francois 
Lemna ;  "let  us  first  untie  his  hands,  and 
then  do  them  up  in  the  new  style." 

"  What,  will  you  roll  him  up  like  the 
other  ?  Let  us  have  a  change  ;  it's  no  use 
doing  the  same  dodge  twice ;  let  us  send 
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him  face  downwards  from  this  crag.  It's  a 
good  long  jump.  Give  me  that  stone  and 
I'll  throw  it  off;  there — it  takes  six  or  seven 
seconds  to  reach  the  bottom." 

Two  soldiers  then  seized  E  chard  and, 
tightening  his  cords,  lifted  him  from  the 
ground  by  his  arms,  while  two  others 
grasped  his  legs. 

''  Will  you  not  give  him  your  blessing. 
Father,  on  this  bright  Easter-day  ?"  asked 
Lemna ;  "he  will  fly  better  if  you  will  make 
him  lighter  by  taking  a  few  of  his  sins  off 
his  shoulders." 

"  May  the  holy  Gregory,  and  Innocent, 
and  Clement,  who  stand  near  the  door  of 
purgatory,  bless  thee,  thou  young  man,  and 
although  thou  hast  deserted  thy  mother 
who  bare  thee,  yet  in  consideration  of  thy 
youth  may  St.  Peter  turn  the  key  and  bid 
thee  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

The  Abbot  then  made  the  sign  of  the 
cross  over  him,  and  the  soldiers  bowed 
their  heads.     They  smile  as  they  look  at 
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tlieir  second  victim.  His  liours  are  num- 
bered !  A  few  seconds  will  see  liis 
mangled  remains  a  feast  for  eagles  and  a 
prey  to  wolves.  He  is  suspended  in  the 
air  with  liis  face  downwards.  He  shuts  his 
eyes  as  he  half  overhangs  the  precipice,  and 
feels  the  cool  wind  which  ascends  from  be- 
neath. They  are  swinging  him  to  and  fro 
for  the  last  time. 

"Stay,  comrade,  my  hand  is  slipping," 
exclaimed  Sebastian ;  "  wait  a  minute,  and 
let  me  get  a  firmer  grasp." 

''  Arrah  now,  thin,  what's  this  scrimma- 
gin  ?  Mver  do  it  twice,  says  I.  I  shall  have 
to  fill  my  bellows  agin  with  wind  for  the  job." 

'^  l^ow,  boys,  have  you  got  a  good  gripe? 
Are  you  all  together  ?  Pitch  him  clear  of 
that  ju.tting  crag,  so  that  he  come  down  on 
the  ground  whole." 

The  last  heave  was  being  made  when  a 
party  [of  soldiers  leaped  suddenly  upon  the 
crest  of  the  hill,  and  a  stentorian  voice 
rang  on  the  cliff — 
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"MalvicinOj  I  arrest  you  by  order  of 
tlie  Marquis.  Soldiers,  make  this  Abbot 
your  prisoner." 

'^  Comrades,"  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  in 
a  fury,  addressing  his  followers,  "  do  you 
hear  this  impostor  ?  I,  who  was  confessor 
to  the  late  Marchioness  !  What  can  this 
knave  mean  ?" 

''  Soldiers,"  continued  the  leader  of  the 
band,  "  this  is  om^  man.  Seize  him,  you 
know  the  price  put  upon  his  head.  Man- 
dolin confessed  that  you  drugged  him,  and 
the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  will  have  revenge 
for  your  treachery  and  wickedness." 

'^Friends,"  exclaimed  Malvicino,  rally- 
ing his  hirelings,   "  will  you  let  the  holy 
Church  be  insulted  in  this  way  ?     I  grant 
a   plenary  absolution  to  any  of  you  who 
cnocks    down  one   of   these   vagrant  im- 

]ostors  from  this  height.     By  Pope 

]  will  fight  myself.  Now,  my  brave  mer- 
cnaries,  grasp  yom^  weapons  and  protect 
y)ur  Abbot." 
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The  pursuers  were  not  disposed  to  lose 
their  prey,  and  endeavoiu*ed  to  surround 
the  band  of  Malvicino.  The  latter,  urged 
on  by  the  Abbot,  resisted,  and  the  struggle 
of  battle  raged  upon  the  mountain  top  be- 
tween the  two  opposing  sections  of  the 
same  persecuting  Church. 

They  drifted  away  in  the  struggle  from 
the  place  where  E  chard  lay,  bound  and 
motionless,  who  clung  with  increased  tena- 
city to  life,  as  his  hopes  suddenly  revived 
with  the  appearance  of  this  second  band.       / 

Meanwhile  Antony  MuUenier,  who  had 
joined  Malvicino  shortly  before  the  martyr-  , 
dom   of  Rodolphe,  slipped  away  from  the 
broil  and  hastily  approaching  the  j)risoner, 
cut  Echard's  cords  asunder  with  his  sword, 

"Quick,  fly,  E chard,  I  remember  the 
kindnesses  I  received  from  yon  poor  old 
man  at  the  farm  of  La  Baudene.  Woulc 
that  I  could  have  saved  him ;  for  his  saki 
I  will  risk  my  hfe  for  you.  The  Marquij 
threatened  to  flay  me  alive  because  I  ga^ 
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the  harhefs  son  a  glass  of  water  in  the 
prison  of  the  convent.  But  liaste,  I  must 
flee  with  you.  See,  they  are  still  fighting 
on  the  rock,  but  I  think  the  Abbot  and  his 
Pignerol  bandits  are  getting  the  best  of 
the  scuffle." 

"  Ah,  beloved  Ardoine,"  muttered 
E chard,  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  ''  I  will 
still  hope  that  I  may  see  thee  yet  again. 
I  will  seek  thee  at  Rora,  and  rescue  thee 
from  danger,  or  avenge  thy  death  and  perish 
by  thy  side." 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

JANAVEL. 

"  Waxed  valiant  in  figbt,    turned   to   fliglit  the 
armies  of  the  aliens." — Heb.  xi. 

''  Five  of  you  sliall  cliase  an  hundred,  and 
an  liundred  of  you  sliall  put  ten  thousand 
to  flight,  and  your  enemies  shall  fall  before 
you  by  the  sword.  And  the  sound  of  a 
shaken  leaf  shall  chase  them,  and  they 
shall  flee,  as  fleeing  from  a  sword,  and  they 
shall  fall  when  none  pursueth." 

These  words  were  spoken  more  than 
three  thousand  years  ago,  and  from  time 
to  time  in  the  history  of  man  they  have 
received  a  rare  fulfilment.  This  was  the 
case  in  the  incidents  which  we  are  about  to 
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record,  and  tlie  reader  is  reminded  that 
notliing  is  brouglit  before  liim  in  the  three 
following  chapters  bnt  the  authentic  facts 
of  history,  bordering  though  they  do  on 
the  incredible  and  fabulous. 

Eora  is  the  smallest  among  the  com- 
munes of  the  Yfaldenses,  lying  further 
south  than  the  rest,  and  almost  isolated 
amid  its  mountains.  The  craggy  tops  of 
the  Sea  Bianca  rise  above  it,  and  Monte 
Yiso  is  just  eclipsed  by  the  towering  sum- 
mits in  whose  sweeping  ravines  the  little 
village  lies  embedded.  It  is  separated  from 
the  valley  of  the  Po  by  Mount  Friouland, 
upon  whose  steeps  its  outlying  hamlets  are 
picturesquely  suspended  over  the  torrent  of 
Lucerna,  and  peep  forth  amid  the  embower- 
ing chestnuts. 

On  Wednesday,  28th  April,  a  small 
band  of  men  was  posted  in  one  of  the 
defiles  leading  from  the  sequestered  Rora 
over  the  heights  of  Brouard  into  the  val- 
ley  of    Lucerna.      The    narrowing    crags 
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approaclied  eacli  otlier  in  tlie  centre  of 
the  pass,  so  as  to  disclose  only  a  strip  of 
tlie  deep  blae  sky  of  Italy,  and  the  frowning 
rocks  rose  so  abruptly  that  they  denied 
foothold  to  the  vagrant  pine  upon  any 
stony  ledge.  The  gorge  itself  was  strewn 
mth  colossal  fragments  of  limestone,  the 
memorial  of  earth's  travail  when  nature 
was  being  elaborated.  Huge  blocks  torn 
from  the  dizzy  height  lay  piled  upon  one 
another,  some  hanging  in  perilous  uncer- 
tamty,  as  if  they  might  fall  at  any  mo- 
ment, and  yet  the  aged  patriarch  had,  as  a 
child,  played  under  it  a  hundred  years 
ago,  regarding  it  with  the  same  childish 
and  mysterious  dread  as  the  sportive 
throng  who  clamber  upon  its  sides  to-day, 
and  feel  misgivings  as  to  their  venturesome 
presumption. 

One  ponderous  mass  lay  aslant  the 
narrow  ravine  and  blocked  up  the  pass,  so 
that  the  path  had  been  partially  hollowed 
out  under  the  giant  buttress.     About  fifty 
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or  sixty  yards  above  tliis,  tlie  gorge 
widened,  and  several  large  boulders  were 
scattered  about,  intersected  by  winding 
grassy  paths.  One  of  these  fragments  pro- 
jected over  ttie  defile,  and  commanded  tlie 
single  outlet  below,  which  we  have  described. 
Two  or  three  mountain  birches  struggled 
for  existence  on  its  surface,  while  feathery 
heather,  shading  the  underlying  moss  and 
lichen,  alternated  with  bare  patches  of  lime- 
stone. This  bulwark  seemed  one  which 
Nature  herself  had  reared  as  a  defence  for 
her  upland  glens.  The  sun  had  risen,  and 
the  various  glimpses  of  the  valley  of  Lu- 
cema,  which  could  be  seen  between  the 
cliinks  of  the  stones  and  trees,  appeared 
bright  in  their  variety  of  April  colours. 
Among  these  upper  rocks  were  scattered 
seventeen  or  eighteen  men,  of  whom  twelve 
were  more  or  less  armed,  while  the  re- 
mainder had  only  slings.  Two  figures 
reclined  upon  that  outpost,  as  if  awaiting 
an  enemv,  and  as  the  rock  shelved  inwards 
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tliej  were  not  visible  to  any  wlio  miglit  be 
ascending  tlie  pass.  From  liis  mien  tlie 
elder  of  tliese  was  evidently  tlie  captain  of 
tlie  band.  For  some  time  lie  lay  in  silence 
as  if  engaged  in  prayer,  liis  left  liand  toy- 
ing witli  a  sling,  and  liis  chin  resting  on  tlie 
butt  end  of  his  musket,  Tliis  musket,  or 
ratlier  culverin,  was  eiglit  feet  in  lengtli, 
tlie  barrel  being  upwards  of  five  feet,  and 
it  was  so  lieavy  that  when  we  handled  it  in 
the  Museum  of  La  Tour,  we  were  inclined 
to  say,  ''  There  were  giants  in  those  days." 
There  rests  at  this  hour  that  antiquated 
weapon  which  once  awoke  these  Alpine 
echoes  as  it  dealt  death  and  destruction 
among  the  Papal  ranks.  The  leader's 
brow  was  shaded  by  thoughtfulness,  but 
not  by  fear,  for  a  smile  of  innocence  en- 
hanced his  expression  of  courage.  His 
eye  was  keen,  as  if  lit  with  the  flash  of 
genius,  and  yet  its  calm  lustre  bespoke 
the  simplicity  of  a  childhke  faith,  and 
the  tenderness  of  a  woman's   heart.     He 
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was  tlie  lion  and  tlie  lamb,  the  eagle  and 
the  dove,  tlie  warrior  and  the  husband,  the 
hero  and  the  father.  The  one  who  lay  near 
him  appeared  to  be  his  son,  from  the  general 
resemblance  of  his  features  to  the  elder. 

"  Ardoine,  Ardoine,"  murmured  he  to 
himself,  as  he  convulsively  grasped  at 
the  heather  within  his  reach ;  "  where  art 
thou  ?  Oh,  didst  thou  know  how  truly 
my  heart  beats  for  thee  !  My  memory  is 
too  faithfal ;  I  see  thee  again,  and  hear 
thy  kind  voice  as  thou  didst  minister  to 
my  aged  grandfather.  Oh,  the  past 
seems  hke  a  dream.  Ardoine — dear  Ar- 
doine— God  shield  thee  !  I  may  never  see 
thee  any  more.  Ah !  if  that  officer  has 
betrayed  thee,  better  that  I  meet  him  not. 
I  have  not  heard  of  thee  since  that  fatal 
night.  My  blood  boils  at  the  thought — I 
will  revenge  thee — and  yet  have  I  not  my 
master  to  follow  ?  Are  we  not  taught  to 
bear  no  malice  even  to  om^  cruel  persecutors, 
but  only   to  stand  on  our  defence.      But 
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what  if  tliou  art  now  dead  ?  If  thou  hast 
perished  ?  "Would  that  I  could  have  died 
for  thee,  or  shed  my  last  drop  of  blood  in 
thy  defence !" 

'*  Son,"  said  Janavel,  addressing  Ray- 
nald,  *'you  turn  your  face  away  from 
me  as  though  you  would  conceal  the 
trickling  tear;  you  know  that  I  have  a 
father's  heart,  that  yearns  over  you  all, 
and  weeps  for  our  terrible  bereavements." 

"  Oh,  father,  I  am  not  ashamed  of  my 
tears,  for  they  are  not  those  of  fear.  I  am 
ready  to  brave  danger  or  death  by  your  side, 
but  the  memories  of  the  past  overpowered 
my  mind  as  I  lay  upon  this  stone,  and  I 
could  not  help  thinking  of  my  darling  Ar- 
doine.  Oh,  where  is  she  ?  Wliat  has  be- 
come of  her  ?  I  shall  never  see  her  again  ! 
And  my  dear  grandfather  ?" 

''  Hush,  my  boy,  awake  not  the  bitter- 
ness of  sorrow,  let  us  commend  ourselves 
to  God.  Signal  to  my  brave  friends  to  fall 
on  their  knees." 
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Tlie  various  members  of  tlie  band  in 
their  respective  places  did  so,  while  tlie 
leader  stretching  out  Ms  hands  toward 
heaven  and  looking  upwards,  said  in  a  clear 
and  earnest  voice  : — 

"  God  of  our  fathers,  the  God  of  battle, 
who  savest  not  bj  the  multitude  of  an 
host,  defend  us  for  thy  name's  sake ;  keep 
us  steadfast  in  thy  faith,  and  if  we  fall, 
receive  our  souls,  through  Christ  Jesus.'* 

Honour  to  these  heroes  in  action  and  suf- 
fering !  Great  were  they  in  their  affiction, 
great  in  their  moral  heroism,  great  in  then* 
loyal  patriotism!  Janavel  stood  in  the  gorge, 
a  mighty  man  of  valour,  armed  against 
thousands,  representing,  as  in  a  figure,  his 
own  Church,  so  long  the  champion  of  truth 
and  liberty  against  the  hosts  of  Rome. 

'^  Father,"  added  Raynald,  after  a  pause, 
"  methinks  these  rocks  of  Rummer  will  not 
be  forgotten  in  our  history.  Ifc  was  here 
that  you  routed  the  enemy  four  days  ago, 
was  it  not  ?" 

VOL.  III.  E 
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"  The  Lord  was  witli  us,  and  gave  us 
the  victory  ;  even  fulfilling  the  words  of 
Joshua,  '  One  man  shall  chase  a  thousand.' 
I  had  only  seven,  and  there  must  have 
been  at  least  six  hundred  of  our  adver- 
saries. As  soon  as  the  first  handful  had 
got  through  yonder  opening,  we  each 
selected  our  man,  and  each  bullet  brought 
a  corpse  to  the  ground.  You  can  see  the 
traces  of  the  blood  there  still,  in  that  pool 
to  the  left.  When  we  fought  down  hill, 
the  stones  of  the  slingers  and  the  shots 
of  the  fusiliers  really  did  more  execution 
than  you  would  have  believed." 

''Oh,  my  father,"  exclaimed  the  young 
man,  looking  at  him  with  the  glow  of  ad- 
miration ;  ''  there  are  few  like  you,  so 
good,  so  kind,  and  so  brave." 

''  "Well,  dear  Eaynald,"  rejoined  Jaiia- 
vel,  with  a  transient  smile,  ''  I  am  glad 
that  you  have  a  son's  heart,  but  it  may  be 
your  lot  to  eclipse  your  father  at  some 
future  time." 
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'^  'No,  fatlier,  to  be  your  equal  is  more 
than  I  dare  aspire  to.  But  I  will  try  to 
make  the  proverb  true,  '  Like  father,  like 
son,'  " 

"Look/^  continued  Janavel,  "how 
pleasant  this  gentle  breeze  is,  as  it  gently 
moves  the  quivering  leaves  of  the  birch. 
You  know  what  a  lover  of  nature  I  am, 
and  how  I  delight  in  these  little  daily  com- 
monplace occurrences  to  see  the  proofs  of 
my  heavenly  Father's  love.  The  soft  breeze 
in  which  those  silvery  leaves  just  tremble, 
and  which  cools  our  brow  in  the  sultry  sun, 
has  a  message  of  peace  to  one's  heart,  and 
tells  us  that  Grod  is  good,  while  those  snowy 
peaks  and  these  convulsed  rocks  around  us 
tell  us  that  He  is  great.  But  oh,  how  won- 
derful is  his  love  !  Think  of  his  Son  taking 
our  nature  on  Him,  living  as  a  man  among 
men,  suffering  and  dying  for  us,  and  all  for 
our  eternal  salvation.  Oh,  Eaynald,  these 
are  truths  which  reach  the  heart  and  make 
the  living  soul  valiant  for  God." 
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"  I  trust  I  feel  tlie  trutb.  of  what  you 
say,"  replied  Rayiiald,  "  I  do  desire  to 
enter  into  tliis  delightful  experience,  of 
whicli  I  have  had  such  blessed  examples  in 
dear  Aunt  Marie  and  my  grandfather.  I 
know  it  is  not  enough  to  belong  to  a  primi- 
tive and  apostolic  Church  unless  one's  heart 
is  right  with  God ;  and  I  do  feel  that  all 
our  troubles  have  brought  me  nearer  to  my 
Saviour." 

"Cling  to  Him  and  all  will  be  well. 
Let  nothing  induce  you  to  abjure  the  faith 
of  your  fathers ;  my  son,  look  at  the  things 
which  are  not  seen  and  are  eternal ;  count 
the  cost,  give  up  all  for  Christ  now,  and 
you  will  be  a  gainer  to  all  eternity." 

"  How  different,  father,  are  these  cruel 
massacres  to  the  untiring  deeds  of  love 
which  our  Saviour  did  when  He  was  on 
earth !  how  mildly  he  reasoned  even  with 
his  bitterest  opponents.  I  am  sure  if  we 
differ  from  the  Roman  Catholics  in  doctrine, 
we  do  not  hate  them ;  but  they  seem  to  hate 
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US  SO  because  we  are  lieretics.  Father," 
continued  Raynald,  after  a  pause,  "if  we 
figlit  to-day,  tliis  will  be  tlie  fourth  day, 
won't  it?" 

"It  will;  on  Saturday,  as  I  told  you, 
I  repulsed  the  first  band.  On  Easter  Sun- 
day, a  battalion  came  against  us  under 
Count  Christopher;  I  had  only  about 
eighteen  men,  and  they  lost  upwards  of 
fifty.  Yesterday,  at  Pian  Pra,  we  routed 
them  when  they  were  loaded  with  booty. 
Ah !  those  mercenaries  can't  fight  as  we  do. 
Truth,  liberty,  home,  all  that  men  hold 
dear,  nerve  us,  and  these  motives  are 
stronger  than  fanaticism  and  self-interest ; 
and  if  God  be  for  us,  who  can  be  against 
us  ?     EecoUect  Gideon  and  his  fleece." 

"  I  wonder,"  sohloquized  Eaynald, 
"whether  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  will 
send  any  more  of  his  mercenaries  against 
us  to-day  ?" 

"  Eaynald,  your  question  is  answered, 
I  think.     It  appears  as  if  a  large  body  of 
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men  were  creeping  up  tlie  spur  of  tlie  Mil. 
Quick  !  warn  our  friends,  and  bid  them  be 
ready.  Their  leader  appears  to  be  Mario, 
Count  de  Bagnol.  I  can  see  a  great  num- 
ber. There  are  three  companies  of  regu- 
lars, some  volunteers,  and  some  of  those 
foreigners,  Irish  I  think,  who  they  say  are 
to  have  our  valleys  if  we  are  turned  out. 
0  Lord  !  look  down  upon  us,  for  thine 
arm  is  not  shortened,  neither  is  it  aught  to 
thee  to  save  by  many  or  by  few.  Quick, 
friends,  in  your  places.  Keep  yourselves 
close,  and  out  of  sight;  let  each  person 
allow  his  man  to  get  well  through  that 
opening,  and  fire  carefully.  And  be  ready 
to  meet  them  again,  as  occasion  shall  serve. 
Remember  your  wives  and  little  ones  in  the 
hamlet  above,  and  strike  in  the  name  of 
humanity  and  the  God  of  Israel.  They  are 
coming,  I  hear  their  voices.  Take  them  in 
order  from  right  to  left,  as  you  are  placed." 


CHAPTER  XXY. 

THE    THEEMOPYLiE    OF    THE    WEST. 

The  troops  of  the  Count  de  Bagnol  were 
slowly  ascending  the  rougli  defile  wliicb 
led  tlirougli  tlie  rocks  of  Rummer  to  tlie 
devoted  hamlet  of  Rora. 

"  0  masthers,  but  it's  a  powerful 
sthroke  o'  business  that  we're  doin'  to-day," 
said  O'Donoghue  ;  "  we'll  have  no  need  to 
warm  our  shins  at  our  frind's  house,  for 
it's  powerful  hot  in  the  sun  ;  it  is." 

''  It  is,  avick,"  replied  OTlanagan ; 
"  never  fear,  an'  jist  let  me  have  five  or 
six  digs  at  the  miserable  carkiss  of  a 
heretic  to  make  up  for  the  crack  I  got  on 
my  skull  the  other  day." 
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''  All,  whist  now,  and  how  angrily  our 
frinds  are  talking  near  us,  an'  goin'  alto- 
gether on  this  frindlj  business.  I  ondher- 
stand  their  prate  purtj  well  now.  Let  us 
make  pace  between  them." 

''  An'  you  always  were  good  at  lam- 
ing," replied  O'Donoghue. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it;  tho'  I  trace  my 
gintle  blood  to  the  kings  of  Connaught,  I 
niver  was  a  dacent  larner ;  only  in  our 
ould  public  I  was  sackretery,  and  wrote 
letters  on  love  and  marriage  at  sixpence 
a-pace  for  the  young  folk." 

''Arrah,  howld  your  rattle,  listin  an' 
larn  from  hearing  our  frinds  talk ;  you  can 
pick  up  somethin'  when  you  talk  to  your 
labourin'  min  in  your  new  farm  here." 

"  These  dogs,"  exclaimed  Francois 
Lemna,  the  speaker  in  the  rank  before, 
"  have  had  such  a  lesson  down  in  the  valley 
that  I  don't  think  they'll  bark  again." 

"  We  have  felt  their  teeth  though," 
rejoined    Berru  ;     "  the  wolves    used    to 
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devour  the  harhets,  but  now  tlie  harhets 
are  slaying  tlie  wolves." 

"  Oh,  nonsense  !"  said  Lemna,  '*  when 
we  get  to  Eora  we  shall  only  find  those  that 
Pancalier  loves  to  fight  with." 

"What  do  you  mean  ?"  angrily  retorted 
the  man  to  whom  this  was  addressed. 

"  I  mean  a  few  old  women  and  chil- 
dren." 

"  Coward  !"  said  Pancalier,  drawing  his 
sword ;  "I'll  make  you  eat  your  own 
words." 

"Nay,  nay,  take  it  not  so  roughly. 
What  were  you  doing  at  Yillar  ?  I  saw 
you  run  through  a  poor  old  hag  who  was 
bent  double,  and  carry  a  brat  on  your 
sword's  point." 

"Don't  you  talk,  you  liar,  your  helmet 
ought  to  be  a  nightcap ;  for  all  you're  good 
for  is  to  rush  upstairs  out  of  harm's  way, 
and  throw  sick  old  men  on  to  the  floor, 
and  then  to  spit  them  with  your  halbert. 
A  fine  fellow  you  are  to  talk  !     Besides,  I 
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heard  that  you  tasted  some  heretic  flesh, 
a  la  hroche,  and  that  your  stomach  did  not 
like  it.     You're  no  better  than  a  cannibaL" 

"  I  wasn't  the  only  one  who  did  it.  I 
do  what  I'm  told  in  the  name  of  the  Holy 
Mother  Church." 

''Holy  Mother  Church!  She  should 
blush  if  you're  her  apostle.  You'd  care 
for  your  Holy  Mother,  if  she  didn't  fill  your 
belly  and  your  purse  too." 

"  Softly,  Camerado.  You  know  there's 
a  full  indulgence  promised  to  all  who 
engage  in  this  holy  work.  And  as  I  grant 
I  have  a  sin  or  two  to  blot  out,  I  need  it. 
Well,  the  Pope  tells  me  to  send  these  dogs 
of  Satan  home ;  so  if  I  give  a  fellow  a  thrust 
in  tierce,  and  send  him  a  step  beyond  pur- 
gatory, it's  all  in  the  way  of  business  and 
duty  you  see." 

"A  plenary  indulgence  is  needed," 
sneered  the  other.  ''  I  never  saw  such  a 
lot  as  these  ragged  fellows  behind  us,  with 
their  wild  eyes  and  unbrushed  hair." 
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''  The  baste's  talking  about  us,"  soli- 
loquized the  Celt,  "  and  the  base  foreigner 
talks  as  if  he  were  as  good  as  us." 

"What!  Irish — I  don't  know  where 
they  are  from." 

"It's  a  part  of  England,"  replied 
liomna  ;  "a  country  separated  from  us  by 
a  river.  I  heard  them  say  they  had  been 
playing  the  same  game  at  home,  and  that 
they  had  been  turned  out  to  frad  more  work." 

"  What  was  it  they  did  ?  Anything  in 
our  line  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  suppose  the  same  style  of  thing 
as  this,  giving  the  heretics  a  dose  of  lead 
or  steel — splendid  tonics  for  heretics." 

"  They  seem  well  up  to  the  game ;  I 
pity  the  feUow  that  meets  them,  and  can't 
halloa  out  '  Ave  Maria  r  " 

"  We  needn't  find  fault  with  them  ;  they 
fight  as  if  they  fought  for  the  fun  of  the 
thing ;  and  they're  such  saints.  Why, 
bless  you,  man,  they  think  as  much  of  the 
Pope  as  if  he  were  a  God.     It's  quite  clear 
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they've  not  been  to  Eome.  Look  at  tliat 
fellow  with  the  scar  down  his  cheek ;  he  got 
that  last  night  in  some  scuffle  as  to  whether 
Peter  or  Paul  were  the  better  swordsman." 

"  But  apart  from  the  great  work  we're 
doing  for  the  next  world,  how  do  you  find 
it  pay  ?"  asked  Lemna. 

"  Oh,  it  pays  well ;  good  for  soul  and 
body.  Why,  when  I  fought  against  the 
Spaniards,  you  never  got  your  beggarly 
pay.  It  was  always  four  months  behind  ; 
but  now  the  profession  pays." 

*'  And  what  do  you  put  yourself  down 
at  now  ?" 

"  I  should  say,"  continued  Berru, 
dropping  his  voice,  ''  that  I've  scraped  good 
six  hundred  gold  crowns  since  I  have  been 
working  for  our  Lady  in  these  valleys.  I  sent 
them  to  my  wife  last  night,  and  bade  her  clear 
off  my  debts  for  masses  for  my  mother's 
soul." 

''  That's  not  so  much  amiss  ;  it  would 
buy  you  a  comfortable  den  somewhere." 
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"  I  look  to  the  main  chance.  What's 
the  use  of  making  the  daughter  wince,  when 
you  can  trip  up  the  father,  who's  got  the 
purse  under  his  vest  ?  Well,  what  do  you 
put  your  day's  earnings  at,  Master 
Eibaud?" 

"Well,  I  should  say  a  day  under 
Pianesse  is  worth  fifty  scudi.  I  have  not 
tried  this  fellow  Bagnol,  but  I  don't  think 
he'll  find  us  many  fleeces  on  these  rocks. 
Eora  is  a  small  place." 

"I  say,  captain,"  shouted  Lemna, 
addressing  Pancaher,  "You've  the  eye 
of  a  soldier.  What  do  you  say  to  that 
gorge  and  that  narrow  hole  ?  There  seems 
no  other  path." 

"  It's  an  ugly-looking  place.  If  there 
was  anybody  in  there  before  us " 

"  Ay,  a  few  fellows  could  give  us 
something  to  do,  if  they  got  inside  that 
breastwork  of  rock,  and  dodged  among 
those  stones.  But  it's  lucky  for  us  that 
we're  early  morning  visitors ;  so  we  shall 
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find   tliese   dogs    all    snug   in  their   ken- 
nels." 

"  It's  an  ugly  place  though,  corporal. 
Why,  ten  of  us  can't  march  abreast  there, 
and  if  there's  a  dozen  fellows  up  there 
above,  they'd  pick  us  off  like  a  crow  on  a 
sheep's  back." 

''Well,  here  goes,"  said  Lemna; 
''  come,  let's  walk  well  together.  Have  you 
got  your  muskets  ready?     I  see  nothing." 

''  But  I  heard  some  say,"  interposed 
Eibaud,  "  that  it  was  here  they  got  repulsed 
on  Saturday ;  and  you  can  see  some  frag- 
ments on  the  ground." 

"  Oh,  niver  mind,  boys  ;  think  of  the 
gals  and  the  tin  talents." 

"  Forward !"  cried  Pancalier  ;  "  you'll 
have  some  fun  up  here,  what  with  fire  and 

sword,  and -"     A  well-directed  bullet 

went  crashing  through  the  eye  of  the 
speaker,  and  scattered  his  brains  upon  his 
companions,  whose  fate  was  not  long  de- 
layed.   Lemna  was  shot  through  the  chest; 
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Eibaiid  was  struck  in  Ms  right  arm,  and  his 
musket  falhng  to  the  ground,  went  off  and 
shot  Mandolin  behind  him.  The  avenue 
was  blocked  with  ten  or  a  dozen  corpses, 
some  of  which  fell  upon  OTlanagan,  who 
stumbled  to  the  ground.  Berru  was  shot 
through  the  throat,  and  lay  gasping  for 
breath,  conscious  that  his  end  was  at  hand. 
A  fierce  glare  passed  over  his  face,  as  the 
death-rattle  sounded  in  his  throat,  and  the 
black  blood  gushed  from  his  mouth. 

"  Holy  Mother  of  God  and  the  thrue 
Church !"  said  O'Flanagan,  disengaging 
himself;  "I  always  thought  I  was  brave 
before,  with  the  blood  of  the  kings  of  Con- 
naught  in  my  veins  ;  but  I've  no  breath, 
and  my  heart's  like  a  water-wheel  on  the 
Shannon  river." 

At  this  moment  a  massive  stone  hurled 
from  a  sling  struck  the  Celt  in  his  mouth, 
and  knocked  him  backwards,  when  he  was 
soon  trampled  to  death  by  those  who  kept 
pressing  forwards. 
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"Fire  again,  my  comrades,"  cried 
Janavel,  ''  and  let  each  select  liis  man. 
No  bullet  failed  last  time,  I  think." 

"Quick,  father!"  exclaimed  Raynald, 
"  they  have  divided.  They  have  taken  us  in 
the  rear.  They  have  got  round  the  moun- 
tain, and  are  between  us  and  Rora." 

With  the  inspiration  of  genius  Janavel 
promptly  seized  the  clue. 

''Forward!  To  the  hroua !  To  the 
summit !  The  victory  is  up  there."  So 
saying,  he  suddenly  retreated  from  the  body 
under  Mario,  whom  he  had  been  keeping 
in  check,  and  advanced  against  those  who 
were  deploying  on  the  smooth  brow  of  the 
hill  above  them.  Janavel  led  his  men 
promptly  against  the  right  wing  of  the 
detachment  that  Was  concentrating  and 
mancBuvring  to  surround  them. 

"  Fire  !"  he  cried  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 
Fire!"  The  rolling  volley  is  heard,  and 
numbers  fall.  "Down  on  your  faces!" 
A  storm  of  bullets  whistle  over  the  patriots. 
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They  rise,  they  follow  their  leader,  they 
change  their  direction.  They  shout  their 
battle-cry,  "  Viva  Jesu  Ghristo  /"  They 
wheel  to  the  left  wing,  which  has  been 
weakened,  and,  cutting  their  way  through  it 
with  the  sword,  stand  breathless  on  the  hroua. 

"  Place  your  backs  to  these  rocks,  my 
friends,"  cried  Janavel,  "and  fire  when 
the  enemy  comes  well  within  range." 

The  soldiers  came  surging  forwards ; 
but  their  steps  were  checked  at  a  certain 
point.  There  the  leaden  hail  fell  upon 
them,  and  sixty-five  corpses  were  soon 
stretched  upon  the  ground.  A  panic 
seized  them.  Some  snatched  up  the 
wounded ;  some  carried  away  the  corpses 
of  their  comrades ;  others  thought  only  of 
themselves.  The  enemy  retreated  down 
the  opening  of  the  valley,  and  the  little 
band  would  have  pursued  them,  had  not 
their  leader  restrained  them. 

"  Destroy  them,"  cried  he,  "  by  inter- 
cepting them.  Haste,  take  the  short  path 
VOL.   III.  ■  s 
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to   Pierro    Capello ;    we    sliall  meet  tliem 
there  again."     Flying  from  rock  to  rock, 
like  winged  insects  from  leaf  to  leaf,  tlie 
brave  men  soon  readied  tlie  place.      Tlie 
breathless   troops   were  recovering   them- 
selves, wlien  a  storm  of  bullets  and  great 
masses    of  rock   falling    on  them   warned 
tliem   that   tlie   victorious   foe    was    near. 
Tliey  are  seized  by  a  second  panic.     Tlie 
disbanded  soldiers,  losing  all  discipline,  cast 
themselves   into   the    woods.      They  fling 
themselves  headlong  over  rocks ;  they  are 
hurled  over  ravines  and  torrents.     Many 
of  them    had  brought   ropes   for   the   re- 
moval   of   their    plunder ;    they   tie   them 
hastily    to    shrubs    or    trees,     and    slide 
down  the  rocks.      As  many  as  a  hundred 
cling    to    one    rope — it    snaps,    they    are 
dashed  into  the  river  beneath,  falling  on 
one  another,  and  mutually  drowning   each 
other   in  their   mad  efforts  at  self-preser- 
vation. 

The  waterfall  sounds  amid  the  glen  and 
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the  forest,  in  its  tliunders  and  rising  foam 
referring  man  upwards  to  God,  as  it  rings 
against  the  fragments  of  rock  at  its  base, 
wliicli  once  formed  part  of  the  hurthng  cliff 
above.  The  dashing  glassy  wave  is  convul- 
sivelj  tossed  over  the  crag,  and  rises  again 
in  shattered  spray,  changed,  as  it  were, 
once  more  into  the  fairy  silvery  snow-flake, 
from  whence  it  sprang  in  the  higher  Alps. 

The  sunbeams  play  upon  the  shivered 
mist,  and  inwi^eath  it  with  the  colours 
of  heaven.  The  bright  and  dewy  iris 
wears  its  steady  hues  above  the  elemental 
war,  ''  like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed,  or 
Love  watching  Madness  with  unalterable 
mien." 

But  mark  !  The  com^se  of  the  stream 
is  turned  aside.  The  bodies  of  the  slain 
and  of  the  hving  mingle  in  the  pool  above, 
j^ow  they  come  jostling  over  the  crag,  hurled 
downwards  by  the  volleying  mass.  They 
sink,  they  rise,  they  move  in  the  circling 
eddies  that  edge  the  base  of  the  cataract, 
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and  then  drift  slowly  downwards  loosened 
from  time  to  time  by  a  recurring  tidal 
wave  wliicli  releases  tliem  from  some  rock 
wliicli  lias  arrested  their  progress. 

The  Count  de  Bagnol  fell  into  a  hole, 
and  was  nearly  drowned.  Wounded, 
bruised,  dripping,  without  his  military 
accoutrements,  or  even  his  hat  or  shoes, 
he  was  carried  back  to  liucerna,  where  he 
died  shortly  afterwards;  crying  out  during 
his  illness  that  he  felt  the  fires  of  hell 
within  him,  on  account  of  the  temples, 
houses,  and  persons  he  had  burnt  in  the 
valley  of  Lucerna. 

''  Back,  Eaynald,"  cried  the  captain  of 
the  vineyards  of  Lucerna;  ''back  to  the 
hroua,  that  we  may  give  Grod  the  praise. 
Come,  my  friends,  bend  the  knee  again, 
after  the  battle,  as  before." 

''0  God!"  exclaimed  the  intrepid 
leader,  ''  we  bless  Thee  for  having  preserved 
us.  Protect  our  people  in  these  calamities, 
and  increase  our  faith."     So  saying,  the 
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Trhole  band,  with  tlieir  heads  uncovered, 
and  still  holding  their  muskets,  repeated 
the  Lord's  Prayer. 

Blessed  prayer,  sublimely  simple,  yet 
sublimely  grand,  which  has  been  repeated 
by  so  many  milHons  since  first  it  was 
uttered  by  a  solitary  Teacher  on  the  moun- 
tains of  Galilee ;  how  didst  thou  sound 
from  the  mouths  of  these  heroes  steeped 
with  the  energies  of  tlieir  souls,  wafted 
upwards  by  the  A\dnds  of  heaven,  amid 
these  fastnesses  of  the  Alps  ! 

Rising,  the  band  repeated  the  Apostle's 
Creed. 

"  Well,  Raynald,  this  is  the  fourth  time 
the  Lord  has  given  us  the  victory  against 
foes  a  hundred-fold  more  than  ourselves ; 
well  may  we  say,  Xot  unto  us,  but  unto  his 
name  be  the  praise." 

The  same  calm  glance  of  innocence  and 
courage  glistened  in  the  eye  of  the  victor, 
as  when  he  watched  the  murderous  host 
defiling  through  the  rocks.     The  same  lofty 
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serenity,  the  same  -winiiing  simplicity,  tlie 
same  eagle-eyed  glance  of  heroism  and 
patriotic  valour. 

"  Cliild,"  said  Janavel  to  little  Etiennc, 
who  had  come  to  meet  him,  ''run  to  your 
aunts  and  embrace  them  for  me.  We  shall 
soon  come  back.  Bid  them  not  fear,  but  be 
ready  to  welcome  us,  and  to  prepare  re- 
freshment for  my  brave  countrymen." 


CHAPTEPt  XXVI. 

THE    TEX   THOUSAND. 

The  missionaries  of  tlie   Clmrch  of  Rome 
have  not   yet  fulfilled  their  lioly  crusade, 
and    a   miglity   work    remains    to    be    ac- 
complislied.     Accordingly,  tlie  Marquis  of 
Pianesse  lias  set  all  liis  forces  in  motion, 
and    gathered    together    every   disposable 
man.      The  glens   of  the  southern  lateral 
valleys  of  Lucerna  are   ringing   with   the 
sound  of  armed  soldiers.     The  sun  shines 
on  helmets  and  cuirasses,  on  loaded  arque- 
busses,  flashing  sabres,  and  flying  banners; 
three   thousand   men   are   marching   from 
Yillar;  four  thousand  are  coming  up  the 
slopes  from  Lucerna,   from  the  west,  and 
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three  thousand  approacli  from  tlie  south- 
west from  BagnoL  A  common  purpose 
animates  these  three  companies,  for  they 
tend  to  a  common  centre.  But  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  conceive  for  what  purpose  ten 
thousand  men  have  been  gathered,  or 
whither  these  armed  battahons  are  bound, 
for  they  are  marching  into  the  heart  of 
the  mountain.  The  only  small  vestige  of 
human  habitation  within  the  common  area 
is  the  hamlet  of  Kora. 

Surely  it  is  impossible  that  these  armed 
thousands,  as  they  advance  in  battle  array, 
are  seeking  that  little  village.  Rora  is 
a  small  mountain  hamlet,  consisting  of 
twenty-five  houses  and  a  hundred  and 
twenty  inhabitants. 

For  what  hath  Pianesse  mustered  his 
ten  thousand  warriors  ?  Is  it  to  storm  the 
unwalled  village  of  twenty-five  houses  ?  Is 
it  to  rout  these  mountain  legions  that  those 
Irishmen  are  bracing  their  courage  by 
such  frequent  recourse  to  those  mysterious 
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flasks  ?  Is  it  at  the  tliouglits  of  this  village 
that  those  bronzed  Piedmontese  are  turn- 
ing pale  ?  Is  it  to  storm  this  citadel  that 
those  French  and  Bavarian  officers  are 
encouraging  their  men  ?  It  is  a  mighty 
force — mighty  as  the  band  of  Greeks  who 
fought  their  way  from  the  plains  of  Baby- 
lonia to  the  shores  of  the  Black  Sea. 
Those  ancient  shades  may  now  blush  by 
the  side  of  these  modern  heroes.  Which 
is  the  forlorn  hope  ?  Hath  fame  handed 
down  the  names  of  the  generals  of  divi- 
sion ?  Is  the  historian  here  with  his  note- 
book to  chronicle  the  deeds  of  valour  ? 
Where  are  the  seventeen  peasants  these 
thousands  seek,  the  twelve  sons  of  the 
mountain  armed  with  guns,  and  the  five 
slingers  of  smooth  stones  ?  Let  the  name 
of  Pianesse  descend  to  eternal  obloquy  :  let 
the  name  of  Janavel  be  frequent  on  the 
lips  of  the  great,  the  good,  the  brave,  and 
the  free! 

Ye  everlasting  Alps,  upon  whose  slopes 
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tliese  bloody  contests  took  place  in  tlie 
name  of  religion,  slironcl  jonr  dazzling 
snows  when  yonr  bases  run  with  blood, 
and  your  streams  are  tinged  with  gore  ! 
And  thou  sun  !  let  some  intercepting  cloud 
eclipse  Rora,  lest  thy  bright  beams  lighten 
it,  and  these  deeds  of  darkness  be  seen  by 
worlds  beyond !  Eora  !  at  thy  name  let 
Rome  grow  pale,  and  let  the  sons  of  civil 
and  religious  liberty  look  towards  this  altar. 

Gradually  the  three  companies  con- 
verge, and  their  courage  rises  as  they 
mutually  sight  each  other's  banners. 

They  encompass  the  hamlet !  The 
massacre  begins  !  Shouts  of  "  Ammazzi^' 
rend  the  air,  and  the  fierce  shibboleth, 
"  The  mass  or  death  !"  echoes  in  that 
upland  glen.  The  oaths  of  the  soldiers, 
the  screams  of  the  women,  the  groans  of 
the  wounded,  declare  plainly  that  the  ten 
thousand  have  conquered  the  hundred  and 
twenty- six  old  men,  women,  and  children. 

Several   members   of  the   farm  of  La 
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Baudene  liacl  taken  refuge  at  Eora,  and 
among  others  tlie  once  blithe  and  light- 
hearted  Lucille.  In  the  early  part  of  the 
struggle  she  received  a  bullet  through  her 
breast,  but  danger  endued  her  with  dying 
courage.  '' Janavel,"  she  cried,  ''fear 
not — regard  not  me ;  be  true  to  your  faith, 
and  Godwin  defend  the  right!" 

With  these  words  she  pressed  her  babe 
more  closely  to  her  breast  and  fell  to  the 
ground.  The  soldiers,  as  they  rioted  among 
the  wreck,  thought  her  dead,  though  in  the 
licence  of  brutality  they  ran  their  swords 
through  her  once  or  twice.  The  little 
child  was  mitouched,  and  still  nestled  in 
his  mother's  arms,  drenched  with  her 
blood,  vainly  clamorous  for  the  food  she 
could  no  longer  give,  and  sucking  the 
breast  which  death  had  sealed. 

Martha — who,  after  encountering  many 
perils  on  the  mountains,  had  only  reached 
Rorajust  before  the  massacre — was,  with 
two  of  her  daughters,  captured  ahve  and 
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taken  prisoner  to  Turin.  One  hundred 
and  twenty- six  bodies  lie  scattered  about, 
while  troops  of  maddened  men  ransack  the 
slain  or  inflict  further  mutilation  on  the 
corpses.  But  hark !  a  familiar  sound 
is  heard  in  the  distance.  The  evening 
mist  steals  up  the  hill  sides,  and  nature's 
pure  dew,  like  tears  from  heaven,  falls 
upon  the  grass  stained  mtli  human  blood. 
The  bell  of  the  Convent  of  La  Tour  has 
sounded.  The  one  in  Yillar  has  responded, 
and  the  bells  of  the  Catholic  churches 
ring  as  if  in  mockery  of  those  that  are 
now  silent.  It  is  the  evening  hour ;  the 
vesper  bell  calls  the  soldiers  of  the  Cross 
to  the  Ave  Maria.  These  men  with  drawn 
swords  in  their  hands  bend  their  knees ; 
with  blood-stained  fingers  they  clasp  the 
image  of  the  Virgin ;  they  prostrate  them- 
selves amid  the  mutilated  corpses  of  women 
and  children  !  Amidst  disjointed  limbs  and 
human  fragments — amid  shattered  houses 
and    smoking    hearths  —  they   worship    a 
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woman  whom  tliey  represent  as  the  Queen 
of  Heaven,  the  type  of  womanly  tender- 
ness, and  in  whose  honour  they  have 
wrought  their  deeds  of  blood.  The  mur- 
derer, the  torturer,  the  ravisher,  the  thief, 
the  outlaw,  bend  the  knee  and  bow  the 
head,  saying,  ^' Ave  Maria,  gratm  lolena, 
ora  ^ro  nobis  peccatorihiis,  nunc,  et  in  liora 
mortis  nostrce.     Amelia 

We  look  at  this  scene,  and  mourn  for 
the  crimes,  the  delusions,  the  contradic- 
tions of  fallen  and  fanatic  human  nature. 


CHAPTER  XXYII. 


THE    AVALANCHE. 


Th:e  twilight  is  stealing  on,  and  niglit — 
earth's  funeral — will  soon  end  this  day, 
one  of  the  inany  hundred  which  are  written 
with  blood  in  Rome's  Apostolic  Calendar. 
A  female,  clasping  a  babe  to  her  bosom, 
scales,  with  hurried  steps,  the  precipices  of 
the  higher  Alps,  where  the  mountain  goat 
must  balance  his  steps.  Fear  lends  her 
unnatural  strength,  and  though  she  is 
faint  and  breathless  she  flaofs  not  in 
her  dangerous  |)ath.  She  turns  her  head 
anxiously  every  now  and  then  to  look 
behind  her  to  see  whether  her  pursuer  gains 
on   her,    and   she  breathes  an  inarticulate 
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prayer  for  deliverance  and  protection.  At 
some  little  distance,  treading  in  lier  steps, 
a  tall,  stalwart  man,  of  foreig-n  asioect, 
rushes  madlv  after  tlie  fug^itive.  His  com- 
plexion  was  brighter  tlian  that  of  the  native 
peasant,  and,  though  the  sun  of  Italy  had 
bronzed  his  face,  it  was  only  with  an 
external  tint.  His  matted  hair,  liis  wild 
eye,  the  cast  of  his  features,  pronounced 
him  to  be  a  true  Celt.  It  was  O'Donoghue, 
who,  for  the  important  services  which  he 
had  rendered  the  Church  in  these  holv 
massacres,  had  been  made  the  proprietor 
of  the  farm  of  La  Baudene.  He  had  rioted 
on  that  hallowed  spot  with  others  of  his 
countrymen,  who,  in  their  mad  fury, 
had  dipped  their  hands  in  the  blood 
of  the  widow,  and  torn  the  hmbs  of  the 
fatherless  in  pieces.  But  who  could  have 
recognized  in  that  pale,  airsious  woman, 
w^ho  with  bleeding  feet  leaps  from  crag  to 
crag,  Eenee,  one  of  the  bright  band  of 
sisters — she  who  sang  the  plaintive  hymn 
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of  faitli  and  love  to  tlie  invalid  —  she 
who  led  the  strain  of  devotion,  when 
the  patriarchal  family  bent  the  knee  before 
their  father's  God  ?  She  flees;  the  ravager 
of  her  house  would  add  to  his  crimes  against 
that  sisterhood.  She  flees  over  her  native 
mountains  with  a  speed  and  recklessness 
that  were  never  known  when  any  one  chased 
the  strayed  one  of  the  fold.  Haste,  haste, 
Eenee,  the  pursuer  gains  ground ! 

She  has  now  reached  the  higher  Alps, 
and  the  cold  mnd  which  drives  across  the 
glaciers  bids  her  hope  that  ere  long  she 
shall  plant  her  foot  where  the  spoiler  cannot 
come.  The  ice  may  do  what  the  rock  will 
not.  The  distance  between  them  is  not  great. 
O'Donoghue  gains  upon  his  victim.  A  fierce 
smile  lights  up  his  eye  as  he  thinks  that 
his  prey  is  within  his  grasp.  He  stretches 
out  his  hand.  He  seizes  her  hair,  which 
has  become  dishevelled,  and  flows  loosely 
behind.  He  has  caught  her.  No  !  she 
dashes  forward  regardless  of  pain,  for  there 
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is  sometliing  slie  dreads  more  tlian  death. 
He  casts  those  auburn  locks  to  the  wind 
and  presses  forward;  again  he  approaches; 
he  grasps  at  her  dress  ;  he  misses  it ;  he 
stumbles  and  falls.  He  recovers  himself, 
and  pursues  his  victim  again.  He  regains 
his  ground,  and  all  but  clasps  her.  Her 
fate  is  sealed  !  What  may  be  her  experi- 
ences of  degradation  and  cruelty  ?  She 
may  be  taken  back  as  a  spoil  to  the  very 
home  of  her  childhood,  and  her  dying  wail 
ring  where  she  chanted  her  hymn  of  praise 
before.  Is  there  no  deliverer  ?  Alas  !  in 
these  Alpine  solitudes  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
for  a  protector.  jSTature  herself  seems 
stern  and  cheerless,  and  to  have  endued 
herself  with  an  aspect  more  calculated  to 
repel  than  to  attract.  Her  fate  is  sealed, 
and  there  is  none  to  rescue. 
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There  is ;  tliere  is  God  !  There  is  He 
who  laid  the  foundations  of  those  eternal 
rocks ;  who  weighed  the  mountains  in 
scales,  and  the  hills  in  a  balance.  IN'ature 
is  his,  the  work  of  his  hands,  the  agent  of 
his  will.  Mark !  There  is  a  hnge  mass 
of  snow  poised  on  the  crest  of  yon  rock. 
It  has  long  trembled  on  the  balance,  and 
has  been  laden  with  the  fall  of  yester- 
night. The  cries  of  the  pursued  and  the 
shouts  of  the  pursuer  have  vibrated  in  the 
thin  atmosphere,  and  set  the  mighty  mass 
in  motion.  The  avalanche  descends.  The 
crystal  mass,  wliich  in  its  atoms  fell  silently 
to  the  earth  like  the  noiseless  scatterings 
of  an  angel,  now  rolls  headlong,  snapping 
the  pines  that  have  outlived  the  blasts  of 
years.  It  is  the  true  type  of  beauty  and 
power,  of  innocence  shrouded  in  majesty. 
Harmless  in  its  atoms,  it  is  now  a  thunder- 
bolt in  the  hand  of  Him  who  traces  the 
lightning's  flash.  The  evil  and  the  good 
are  entombed  in  one  common  grave.     Let 
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tlie  righteous  rejoice,  and  the  wicked  trem- 
ble !  To  the  one  it  is  the  herald  of  salva- 
tion, to  the  other  the  messenger  of  con- 
demnation. A  colossal  barrier  of  snow  is 
now  reared  where  these  human  beings  trod. 

The  chaste  mother  has  found  a  grave 
in  the  stainless  snow — ^worthy  the  majesty, 
the  modesty,  the  royalty  of  nature. 

The  summer  sun  shines  on  the  glisten- 
ing mass,  and  as  the  days  of  June  roll  on, 
it  gradually  melts,  and  the  green  sward 
and  freckled  flower  appear  again.  The 
mangled  remains  of  human  bodies  are 
disclosed,  and  the  trooping  vultm^es  hasten 
to  then'  unexpected  repast.  After  a  time 
nothino'  save  white  bones  remain  to  declare 
that  human  passions  had  driven  human 
beings  into  these  recesses  of  nature.  They 
appear  to  be  the  bones  of  a  woman,  a  child, 
and  a  man.  They  rock  to  and  fro  in  the 
wind ;  they  are  silent ;  but  their  history 
is  registered  in  the  book  of  God's  remem- 
brance. 


CHAPTER  XXYIII. 

THE    LIVING   AMONG   THE    DEAD. 

Foe  some  days  Ardoine  remained  in  a  state 
of  mental  delirimn,  verging  on  insanity. 
At  one  time  slie  reviewed  tlie  liappy  family 
scenes  of  La  Bandene ;  at  another  she 
narrated  with  painful  precision  the  scenes 
of  the  chamber  of  the  Inquisition.  She 
accused  herself  of  being  the  destroyer  of 
Eodolphe  and  E  chard ;  and  when  her 
reason  returned,  its  last  impression  of 
hastening  to  Rora  to  obtain  assistance  for 
thejprisoners  was  still  fresh,  and  prompted 
her  to  immediate  action.  Vacca,  who  had 
treated  her  with  the  tenderness  of  a  father, 
was  un\villing   that    she    should    risk  her 
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safety;  but  Ardoine  would  not  be  re- 
strained, and  to  avoid  delay  secretly  left 
her  liiding-place  early  on  tbe  morning  of 
April  29tli.  Being  familiar  with  the  paths 
of  the  valleys  she  soon  threaded  the  inter- 
secting tracks,  and  proceeded  on  the  one 
leading  to  Eora.  The  mountain  air  revived 
her  spirit  as  she  stooped  to  refresh  herself 
at  the  crystal  streams  which  trickled  at 
every  turn,  and  often  overflowed  the  path. 
She  raised  her  heart  to  God  in  thankfulness 
for  his  goodness,  but  it  was  with  mingled 
alarm,  as  she  occasionally  met  ^dth  some 
mihtary  fragments  which  testified  to  j^ast 
struofo-les ;  nevertheless,  having^  heard  no- 
thing  of  the  events  of  the  last  few  days, 
she  renewed  her  hopes  of  finding  Janavel 
and  Raynald. 

At  a  certain  bend  in  the  road  Castel- 
luzzo  became  visible,  and  at  its  sight  Ar- 
doine experienced  so  gi^eat  a  shock  that 
she  clasped  a  pine  trunk  to  prevent  her- 
self from  falling.      She  looked  in  horror, 
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as  if  slie  expected  to  see  some  tragedy 
of  blood  carried  out  before  lier  eyes ;  but 
there  were  no  figures  on  that  mountain 
headland,  which  stood  forth  in  the  rising 
sunshine,  clear  above  an  encompassing 
sea  of  morning  mist.  At  length  she  at- 
tained the  summit  of  the  path  on  Monte 
Brouard,  and  looked  towards  the  village 
of  Rora,  which  was  now  open  to  her  view. 
Hastening  through  the  orchards,  she  ap- 
proached the  hamlet — all  was  silent — ^but 
the  scene  which  burst  upon  her  as  she 
entered  needed  no  interpreter.  She  had 
had  misgivings  from  time  to  time  as  she 
advanced — no  fitful  song  arose  from  the 
budding  orchards ;  no  peasants  were  to  be 
seen  labouring  in  their  patches  of  meadow, 
which  they  had  resolutely  rescued  from  the 
domain  of  the  barren  mountain ;  the  cam- 
panile of  the  church  did  not  appear  above 
the  trees,  and  many  well-known  homes 
seemed  blotted  out  from  the  scene.  Ardoine 
had  not,  however,  many  moments  for  the 
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indulgence  of  lier  poignant  grief,  as  tlie  voice 
of  an   approacking  man   made   her   start, 
awaking   as  it   did  tlie   memories   of   tlie 
gloomy   convent.      She    recognized  those 
rough  tones  chanting  some  snatches  of  the 
Psalms  in  Latin,  occasionally  varied  by  a 
stanza  of   a   Bacchanahan   chorus.     "What 
could  she  do  ?     There  was  little  time  for 
reflection,   or  for  elaborating   any  plan  of 
escape.     It  would  be  the  climax  of  misery 
to  be  seized  by  her  pursuer,  from  whom 
a    kindly   Providence   had    twice   rescued 
her.     Alas  !  her  means  of  flight  and  of  con- 
cealment were  cut  off*,  for  the  houses  were 
ruined  and  lay  mingled  in  the  general  debris. 
She  starts  !    the  voice  sounds  behind  that 
rock  in  the  next  bend  of   the   path ;    he 
will   turn  the  corner   in   a   moment;    she 
must   act   decisively,  and  trust  to  the  in- 
tuitive promptings   of  a  woman's   nature. 
Casting  herself  upon   the  ground   with   a 
spasmodic     shudder,    she     threw    herself 
among  the  dead,  and  drawing  one  mangled 
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corpse  over  her,  edged  her  way  under  tlie 
gloomy  pile.  The  living  lay  hidden  among 
the  dead.  The  mutilated  body  of  that  old 
man,  the  bleeding  form  of  the  maiden,  the 
headless  remains  of  little  children,  rest 
upon  one  who  is  yet  alive. 

Ardoine  heard  again  the  voice  of  the 
man  as  he  drew  nearer,  and  felt  that  he  was 
picking  his  steps  among  the  adjoining  dead. 

"  By  Pope  Boniface  YIII.,  who  insti- 
tuted the  first  jubilee  in  1300,  when  two 
priests  stood  day  and  night  with  rakes  in 
their  hands  collecting  the  heaps  of  gold  on 
the  altar  of  St.  Paul ;  and  by  Clement  YI., 
who  from  every  hundred  years  reduced  it 
to  every  fifty  years ;  and  by  Pope  Sixtus  Y. 
who  reduced  it  to  every  twenty-five,  this 
scene  here  is  fruit  due  to  the  last  jubilee, 
1650.  This  will  be  a  year  of  jubilee  to  these 
valleys,  but  it  will  not  be  so  to  me  unless  I 
find  her  for  whom  I  have  risked  so  much. 
'  Rora,  father,'  were  the  words  the  soldier 
said  he   heard.     True,    that's   a  few  days 
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ago;  and  wliat  witli  all  tliis  figliting  she 
could  liardlj  venture  here.  It  seems  folly 
searching  for  her,  but  I  must  make  everv 
effort,  and  if  I  can't  find  her  I'd  better 
wind  up  the  account  of  my  oi^^han  institu- 
tion at  Pignerol.  By  Pope  Boniface,  the 
establisher  of  Papal  Supremacy,  in  606, 
some  of  these  brats  would  have  been 
better  in  my  institution  to  be  reared  as 
Catholics,  than  breeding  pestilence  here 
for  the  new  comers.  But  I  hear  steps — 
perhaps  it  may  be  another  friend  of  the 
Marquis's  to  capture  the  poor  Franciscan. 
I  see  nowhere  to  retreat  to  but  this  well. 
Ah  !  it  is  choked  with  bodies ;  I  must  get 
in,  however,  and  draw  the  wooden  cover 
over.  By  all  the  dead  Popes,  no  one  will 
look  here  for  the  li vino;  at  all  events." 

Malvicino's  voice  ceased,  and  the  awful 
silence  wliich  ensued  awoke  Ardoine  to  the 
horrors  of  her  position.  The  cold  drops 
out  of  the  gaping  wounds  fell  upon  her, 
and   stained    her   tresses.      There   was   a 
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chink  among  the  lieap  of  slain  tlirougli 
wliicli  tlie  light  of  the  sun  penetrated  at 
that  moment.  She  involuntarily  turned 
her  eyes  on  the  corpse  that  was  lying  near 
her,  when  she  uttered  a  suppressed  groan 
and  fainted  away.  She  was  entombed 
among  some  of  the  loved  members  of  the 
circle  of  La  Baudene. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 


EOEA. 


The  peaks  of  the  Alps,  wliicli  overlook  tlie 
fields  of  Rora,  still  point  lieaven wards ; 
their  glittering  snows  are  types  of  pnritj 
and  beauty  as  they  shine  in  the  morning  or 
glow  in  the  colour  of  the  waning  day ;  the 
dashing  streamlet  eddies  in  its  wonted 
channel,  and  the  breath  of  spring  gently 
moves  the  crests  of  the  pines  as  of  yore — 
Nature  is  the  same.  To  change  her  man 
is  powerless,  it  is  upon  his  brother  that  he 
wreaks  his  fell  fury  and  power  of  desola- 
tion. 

The  site  of  Rora  is  overcast,  but  not 
with  the  mountain  cloud,  for  the  edges  of 
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Monte  Yiso  stand  in  sliarp  relief  against 
tlie  sky  of  France.  It  is  the  dense  smoke 
of  conflagration  that  hovers  on  the  spot. 
ISTot  one  house  now  stands  where  the  vil- 
lage of  Rora  lately  rose.  Smoking  ruins 
on  all  sides  attest  where  they  once  stood, 
while  the  wrecks  of  their  contents  are 
charred  by  the  flame  or  trampled  in  the 
mire.  The  owners  have  perished  on  their 
own  thresholds — one  corpse  is  blackened 
by  the  flame,  another  is  headless,  limbs  are 
strewn  about,  women  are  lying  dead  as 
they  sank  under  the  outrages  of  their 
destroyers ;  the  glazed  eye  of  the  httle 
child  is  turned  upwards,  and  its  film 
glistens  in  the  sun.  Death  hath  gotten 
him  the  victory — death,  the  apostle  of 
liberty,  truth,  love,  and  eternal  life  !  The 
very  grass  is  clotted  with  gore,  the  stones 
of  the  brook  are  dyed,  and  the  water  in 
places  has  run  with  a  discoloured  tinge. 
In  the  night  the  wolves  seek  their  spoil, 
and  fight  over  a  detached  head,  the  features 
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of  whicli  in  the  morning  can  no  longer  be 
distinguislied. 

Reader,  sucli  literally  was  E-ora  after 
tlie  Christian  crusade  of  the  Church  of 
Rome ;  such  was  the  scene  which  presented 
itself  to  Ra}Tiald  when  he  came  back  to 
rescue,  if  possible,  any  wounded  friends 
from  the  aofonies  of  a  lino-erino-  death. 
Carefully  treading  among  the  dead,  he 
paused  from  time  to  time  as  he  recognized 
some  old  acquaintance.  Lifting  off  a  heavy 
piece  of  wood,  underneath  which  he  per- 
ceived hair  not  unfamiliar  to  him,  he  was 
shocked  to  recognize  his  little  brother 
Etienne.  His  arms  had  been  hewn  off,  and 
the  gash  of  the  sword  had  rent  his  throat. 
Raynald's  tears  dropped  upon  the  boy's 
face,  and  he  paused  awhile,  as  the  Httle 
fellow's  surprismg  memory,  his  artless 
ways,  the  passages  of  Scripture  he  used 
to  repeat,  were  brought  to  his  brother's 
recollection.  Moving  on  with  a  saddened 
heart  Raynald  directed  his  steps  to  a  small 
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knot  of  bodies  wliicli  lay  apart,  when,  at 
his  appro acli,  tlie  vulture  of  tlie  Alps 
slowly  rose  on  majestic  wing,  and  uttered 
over  tliis  carnival  of  death  his  startlinpf, 
melancholy  scream. 

Eaynald's  progress  was  again  arrested 
by  finding  the  body  of  his  Aunt  Lucille. 
She  lay  with  a  calm  expression  of  peace  on 
her  face,  a  contrast  to  the  tjrpes  of  agony 
by  which  she  was  surrounded,  and  her 
arms  still  clasped  a  babe  wliicli  nestled  in 
her  blood-stained  bosom.  Stooping  down 
he  found,  to  his  surprise,  that  the  child 
was  still  alive,  and  disengaging  him  from 
his  dead  mother's  arms,  he  laid  him  on  the 
sward.  The  infant  smiled  on  Eaynald, 
even  as  he  would  have  done  on  the  mur- 
derer himself;  and  Eaynald,  bending  down, 
mournfully  kissed  the  babe's  forehead,  after 
which  his  sorrow  seemed  suddenly  absorbed 
in  the  feeling  of  indignation  and  rage  that 
rolled  over  his  soul. 

In  a  more  distant  part  of  the  scattered 
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liamlet  was  anotlier  searcliing  among  the 
dead,  as  if  for  some  loved  object.  He 
comparatively  overlooked  tlie  old  and  the 
young,  and  examined  only  the  countenances 
of  the  maidens,  as  though  he  were  seeking 
a  sister.  He  tm^ned  over  many  corpses 
with  a  look  of  anxiety,  which  subsequently 
brightened  into  hope,  as  he  did  not  recog- 
nize the  object  of  his  search. 

"  Perhaps  she  did  not  reach  here," 
soliloquized  he  ;  "I  do  not  see  her.  Ah  !  I 
see  some  tresses  of  golden  hair  like  hers ; 
let  me  hft  that  body  off;  it  is  she — no, 
thank  Grod  it  is  not.  But,  yet,  what  is  this? 
Alas !  it  is  her  scarf,  I  know  it.  Oh, 
Ardoine,  hast  thou  perished?  0  God, 
what  shall  I  say  ?  Were  it  better  to  die 
here  than  on  the  rack  in  the'dungeon  ?" 

Eaynald  approached  the  place,  and 
when  he  beheld  Echard  stooping  among  the 
dead,  fiuy  blazed  within  Ms  breast.  He 
remembered  the  delivery  of  Gastaldo's  edict, 
and  what  lolande  had  said  about  the  capture 
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of  Ardoine  on  the  grave.  This  man  had 
decoyed  her  away,  and  she  had  doubtless 
perished,  for  he  had  not  heard  of  her  since. 
It  was  he  who  had  been  present  at  Ro- 
dolphe's  execution,  and  what  was  he  now 
holding  in  his  blood-stained  hand  ?  It  was 
Ardoine' s  scarf.  Did  his  eyes  deceive  him  ? 
'No  ;  here  was  the  son  of  the  Marquis  of 
Pianesse,  an  officer  in  this  army  of  mur- 
derous crusaders,  wearing  the  very  property 
of  his  adored  and  martyred  cousin.  Eay- 
nald  determined  to  take  vengeance  on  him, 
who  had  deprived  him  of  the  cherished 
object  of  his  lifelong  homage,  who  had 
presided  at  the  massacre  of  his  own  rela- 
tions, and  was  now  looking  for  plunder 
amid  this  diabolic  scene  of  death.  But 
Raynald  recoiled  from  murdering  him  in 
cold  blood ;  he  knew  that  their  pastors  had 
forbidden  retaliation,  and  that  it  was  the 
glory  of  their  creed  that  under  countless 
aggravated  cruelties  no  bloody  reprisals 
had  stained  their  warfare,  and  that  nothing 
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but  urgent  self-defence  and  tlie  rights  of 
conscience  ever  led  them  to  wield  arms 
against  tlieir  lawful  sovereign.  Could  lie 
capture  him,  Raynald  would  reserve  him 
for  the  judgment  of  Janavel  and  Leger ;  and 
if  condemned,  his  hfe  would  then  be  for- 
feited to  corporate  justice,  and  not  to  indi- 
vidual passion. 

Goaded  bj  his  anguish,  Raynald  could 
restrain  himself  no  longer  : — 

"Wretch!"  cried  he,  advancing  upon 
E  chard,  and  brandishing  his  halbert,  "  do 
I  find  you  here  alone,  insulting  the  dead  ? 
Are  your  passions  so  base  that  the  lust  of 
plunder  is  added  to  the  love  of  blood  ? 
Where  is  Ardoine,  whom  you  decoyed  away 
and  betrayed  ?  Is  she  alive,  or  lias  she 
perished?" 

"  Eaynald,  Eaynald,"  cried  Echard, 
rising  hastily  and  drawing  the  sword  which 
Mullenier  had  given  him,  '^  you  mistake  me. 
I  did  not  betray  her;  I  have  saved  her 
life  ;  I  love  her  too  well  to  injure  her." 

VOL.    III.  u 
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''  You  love  her  !"  And  can  I  believe  in 
an  honest  love  among  the  cruel  mercenaries 
of  Savoy  ?  Look  at  this  scene,  and  be- 
hold the  mercies  of  your  Church,  and  say 
if  love  can  dwell  in  any  of  those  who  have 
abetted  such  fiendish  deeds.  The  love  of 
the  wolf  to  the  lamb  is  a  very  pure  love." 

"  Raynald,  judge  not  by  appearances. 
When  we  met  before  in  La  Baudene  you 
learned  that  I  was  her  protector — true  we 
met  on  the  grave ." 

''  Then  lolande  was  right,"  violently 
interrupted  Raynald.  ''  Save  not  yourself 
by  lying  explanations  to  mask  your  coward- 
ice ;  the  cruel  are  always  cowards.  Where, 
I  ask,  is  Ardoine  ?  Was  not  that  jewelled 
sword  yours  ?  I  have  it ;  I  found  it  on 
the  grave ;  there,  do  you  know  it  ?  You 
may  well  tremble,  lest  I  stain  it  with  the 
blood  of  a  traitor.     Where  is  Ardoine  ?" 

"  I  know  not ;  I  have  not  seen  her ;  I 
am  seeking  her  myself." 

"You  know    not,  and  yet   I   see   her 
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girdle  in  your  hand  ?  She  must  be  near ; 
she  is  here;  perhaps  she  is  among  the 
dead,  and  her  corpse  one  of  these  I  see 
around  me.  Oh,  Ardoine,  Ardoine,  are 
you  here  ?  If  so,  your  avenger,  or  your 
betrayer,  shall  soon  lie  by  your  side." 

"  Raynald,  if .  you  would  listen,  I 
could " 

''  CoAvard !  are  you  afraid  to  fight  ? 
Liar  !  dare  you  not  struggle  with  a  peasant 
whom  you  despise  ?  I  doubt  not  you  are 
a  worthy  captain  of  banditti  and  Irish  cut- 
throats, and  can  lead  a  forlorn  hope  tricked 
in  your  glittering  uniform !  You  can  murder 
girls,  but  shrink  from  an  encounter  with 
one  who  is  young  and  strong.  There,  I 
will  throw  away  my  halbert,  which  is 
longer  than  your  sword,  and  dare  you  to 
do  the  same — ^you  coward !  fit  for  the 
bodyguard  of  the  Pope." 

Echard  impulsively  cast  his  sword  upon 
the  ground ;  but  before  he  was  aware, 
Raynald,    with    the  agility  of   the  moun- 
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taineer,  sprang  upon  him,  and  threw  him 
down  among  the  dead.  Echard,  who  had 
been  bred  in  cities,  was  no  match  for  the 
athletic  peasant.  The  struggle  of  unaided 
nature  was  short,  and  though  it  might 
have  fared  ill  with  Raynald  had  the  en- 
counter been  decided  by  the  skill  of  the 
swordsman,  the  officer  was  but  a  child 
in  the  grasp  of  a  giant,  to  whom  fury 
and  sorrow  had  lent  unnatural  strength. 
Placing  his  knee  upon  his  captive's  breast 
Eaynald  unloosed  Echard's  sash,  and  bound 
his  hands  together,  rendering  further  resist- 
ance hopeless.  The  prisoner's  feet  were 
next  secured  by  Raynald's  leathern  girdle. 

"  Raynald,  Eaynald,"  gasped  Echard, 
"  my  curse  be  upon  your  head,  if  you  shed 
innocent  blood.  I  am  a  convert  to  your 
faith  ;  I  have  not  entrapped  your  cousin  ; 
I  have  saved  her  from  danger,  and  when 
last  I  saw  her " 

"  Silence,"  cried  Raynald,  placing  a 
gag  in  his  mouth.     Anxious  though  E ay- 
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nald  was  to  glean  any  information  about 
Ai'doine,  lie  nevertheless  feared  the  dan- 
gerous proximity  of  any  stray  Piedmontese 
soldiers,  who  might  be  attracted  to  the 
place  by  Echard's  shouts. 

"  What  are  lies  to  those  who  shed  blood 
like  water,  and  offer  widow's  tears  as  a 
sacrifice  to  Grod  ?  You  were  seen  with  her ; 
you  met  her  on  the  grave ;  and  you  have 
confessed  that  you  loved  her.  How  could 
the  son  of  the  bloody  Pianesse  love  a  Wal- 
densian  peasant,  save  to  her  confusion  ?" 

In  the  struggle  Eodolphe's  ring  had 
fallen  out  of  Echard's  pocket.  Raynald 
observed  it  lying  on  the  ground,  and  on 
picking  it  up  recognized  the  family  heir- 
loom.    His  face  became  purple  with  rage. 

''  The  murderous  villain  !  How  could 
he  have  this  relic  if  he  had  not  slain  my 
grandfather  ?  I  saw  you  on  the  crag, 
where  I  fear  he  perished.  0  God,  what 
shall  I  say  ?  and  this,"  continued  Raynald, 
tearing Ardoine's  scarf  fromEchard's  grasp, 
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'^  is  another  remembrance  of  liis  wickedness 
and  our  sorrow ;  I  doubt  not  lie  lias  more 
plunder." 

So  saying  Raynald  searched  Mm  again, 
and  drew  forth  several  packets,  in  which 
were  bones  and  strips  of  parchment. 

"The  impostor,"  muttered  Raynald, 
"he  would  have  had  me  believe  that  he 
was  a  convert  to  our  faith,  when  he  is  full 
of  the  false  relics  of  his  ovfn  Church. 
Fro  conversione  Hcereticorum,  indeed,  yes, 
engrave  it  on  the  blade  of  the  sword  ;  Sandi 
Lucii  Eremitce — Sandi  AntJwnii  Ahhatis, 
Latte  Delia  Madonna.  Accursed  baubles  ! 
Lying  toys  of  children,  perish  !  Stay,  ye 
would  be  too  much  honoured  by  being  cast 
on  this  ground  red  with  the  blood  of  the 
saints.  Ah  !  my  grandfather,  your  ring, 
stained  it  may  be  with  your  own  blood, 
drives  me  to  madness !  and  thou,  my 
beloved,  my  adored,  my  Ardoine,  hast 
thou  perished  ?" 

So  saying  he  cast    a   look    of  fury  on 
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Ecliard,  as  lie  dragged  Mm  from  tlie  place, 
and  with  difficulty  maintained  his  resolve 
to  reserve  his  prisoner  for  the  calm  judg- 
ment of  his  father  Janavel  and  the 
Moderator  Leger. 

*         ^         *         *         *         * 

Ardoine  gradually  recovered  her  con- 
sciousness after  her  first  paroxysm  of  terror, 
and  she  heard  the  voices  of  the  angry  com- 
batants. With  quickened  heart  she  listened 
as  though  her  ears  deceived  her,  for  she 
fancied  that  she  recognized  the  voice  of 
Echard.  She  heard  it  again ;  it  was  his  ! 
Her  first  emotion  was  one  of  joy,  for  he 
was  alive,  and  had  not  perished  on  the 
crag  of  Castelluzzo.  The  other  voice  was 
that  of  Raynald.  Its  tones  were  those  of 
anger  and  fiu-y,  as  if  he  were  bhnded  by  one 
of  those  uncontrollable  storms  of  passion, 
which  had  occasionally  overcome  him  in 
earlier  hfe.  A  sound  fl.oated  in  the  wind ; 
it  was  her  own  name — Ardoine.  Her 
friends  were  engaged  in  a  deadly  quarrel. 
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and  one  or  otlier  might  imbrue  his  hand 
in  his  rival's  blood ;  they  might  be  the 
victims  of  fearful  misunderstandings,  of 
which  she  was  probably  the  cause.  The 
cold,  clammy  sweat  of  death  settled  upon 
her  brow,  and  fell  to  the  earth  tinged  with 
the  blood  of  the  slain.  Eaynald  had  not 
seen  her  since  her  capture  by  Malvicino  on 
her  mother's  grave ;  he  doubtless  thought 
her  dead,  and  was  in  ignorance  of  sub- 
sequent events.  She  attempted  to  rise,  to 
rush  between  them  and  prevent  bloodshed ; 
but  the  corpses  among  which  she  had  edged 
her  way  were  too  heavy  for  her,  and  she  was 
unable,  weak  as  she  was  with  anxiety  and 
fasting,  to  move  the  fearful  incubus.  Her 
efforts  were  unavailing,  and  the  horror  of 
despair  vented  itself  in  an  agonizing  and 
piercing  scream.  The  sounds  died  away, 
the  combatants  retreated,  one  or  other 
having  j)roved  the  victor.  Ardoine  dared 
not  conjecture  the  result,  for  the  defeat  or 
victory   of    either   would   cause   a   death- 
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pang  to  lier  heart.  Slie  interrogated  her 
memory  as  to  the  tones  she  had  heard, 
half  hoping  that  she  had  been  mistaken. 
But  a  woman's  ears  deceived  her  not — 
the  word  was  Ardoine — the  voice  was 
Eajnald's. 

*  *  *  ^  «  iU 

Malvicino,  in  liis  hiding-place,  heard 
that  scream;  and  as  soon  as  Eaynald  had 
removed  his  captive,  he  proceeded  to  the 
spot,  confident  that  it  was  the  voice  of 
Ardoine.  He  lifted  off  some  of  the 
corpses  and  threw  them  on  one  side,  cast- 
ing the  women  and  children  one  ujDon 
another,  forming  a  second  heap,  within  a 
few  paces  of  the  first.  After  lifting  off 
several  bodies  he  saw  the  gleam  of 
golden  hair  beneath,  and  a  fierce  smile  of 
joy  crossed  his  dark  features,  as  he  felt 
assured  at  last  of  the  realization  of  his 
hopes,  for  which  he  had  laboured  so  long, 
and  hazarded  so  much. 


CHAPTER   XXX. 

THE    xiBBOT   AND    THE    PRIOR. 

"And  lias  tlie  heretic  captain  escaped?" 
inquired  Pianesse,  of  Eorengo,  tlie  day- 
after  tlie  sack  of  Rora.  "  Did  you  deliver 
my  message  to  liim  ?" 

''  I  did,  my  Lord,  I  read  it  to  liim  word 
for  word." 

''  What  did  you  read  ?" 

"  The  letter  you  wrote  to  him.  Shall 
I  read  it  to  you  again,  that  you  may  feel 
sure  your  message  was  delivered  ?" — - 

"  '  To  Captain  Janavel.  Your  wife  and 
your  daughters  are  in  my  hands;  they 
were  made  prisoners  at  Rora ;  I  exhort 
you  for  the  last  time  to  abjure  your  heresy, 
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wliicli  will  be  the  only  means  of  obtaining 
pardon  for  your  rebellion  against  the  autho- 
rity of  his  Royal  Highness,  and  of  saTOig  the 
Hves  of  your  wife  and  your  daughters,  who 
shall  be  burned  alive  if  jou  do  not  submit : 
and  if  you  23ersist  in  your  obstinacy,  with- 
out putting  myself  to  the  trouble  of  send- 
ing troops  against  you,  I  will  set  such  a 
price  upon  your  head,  that  were  you  the 
devil  incarnate,  you  must  certainly  be 
brought  to  me  dead  or  alive ;  and  if  you 
fall  into  my  hands  alive,  you  may  lay  your 
accounts  with  it  that  there  are  no  torments 
so  cruel  that  they  shall  not  be  inflicted  upon 
you.  This  warnhig  is  for  your  guidance — 
consider  how  you  may  turn  it  to  your 
advantage.'  " 

''  And  what  was  his  answer  ?" 
"  I  have  read  it  to  you,  my  Lord." 
"Well,  read  it  again." 
"  '  There  is  no  torment  so  cruel  that  I 
do  not  prefer  it  to  the  abjuring  of  my  reli- 
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gion,  and  your  threats,  instead  of  turning 
me  from  it,  confirm  me  in  it  all  tlie  more. 
As  for  my  wife  and  my  daughters,  tliey 
know  if  tliey  are  dear  to  me.  But  God 
alone  is  Lord  of  tlieir  lives,  and  if  you 
destroy  tlieir  bodies  God  will  save  tlieir 
souls.  May  He  graciously  receive  these 
beloved  souls,  and  likewise  mine,  if  it  so 
happen  that  I  fall  into  your  hands.'  "* 

"  The  incarnate  fiend  !  Give  me  a  pen 
then,  I'll  put  a  price  on  his  head.  I've 
an  edict  all  ready  signed  by  Charles 
Emmanuel,  and  countersigned  by  Morozza. 
What  shall  we  say  his  scalp  is  worth  ?" 

"  A  hundred  ducats,  my  Lord." 

"  A  hundred  ducats  ?  that's  too  httle. 
We  can  afibrd  to  be  liberal  if  the  country 
pays.  His  Eoyal  Highness  won't  mind  a 
good  huonomano  in  a  case  of  this  sort,  say 
three  hundred ;  and  then  there  are  one  or 
two  others — two  hundred  for  Leger,  three 
hundred  on  that    fellow  Jaliier,    and   two 

*  Both  these  letters  are  historically  genuine. 
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hundred  for  the  fiye  brothers  of  PraL  T 
■will  put  three  hundred  on  that  wretch 
Echard,  and  on  the  traitor  Malvicino.  It 
would  be  a  good  thing  if  you  could  find 
your  friend.  I  know  yon  love  your  im- 
maculate colleague,"  said  the  Marquis,  with 
a  satirical  smile. 

"I  do,"  rephed  Rorengo,  "  as  the  devil 
loves  holy  water,  but  I  am  quite  ready  to 
turn  Ins  head  into  pocket  money." 

"  The  traitor  has  done  us  infinite  mis- 
chief. Look  at  this  swelling  on  my  head, 
and  my  prisoner  and  my  convert  both  gone 
through  his  treachery.  Here,  give  me  some 
ink,  and  I'll  write  something  that  mil 
shock  the  nerves  of  that  sharpshooter." 
So  saying,  the  Marquis  wrote : — • 

"  Giosue  GianaveUo  delle  vigne,  bando, 
confisca,  tenaglie,  morte  e  quarti,  con 
esposizione  della  testa  in  luogo  eminente." 

''  Will  that  do  ?  Will  you  give  it  a  hue, 
Rorengo,  in  your  liistorical  memoirs  ?" 

"  I  will,  my  Lord,  there  is  no  fear  that 
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I  sliall  omit  your  name.  I'm  afraid," 
continued  Rorengo,  after  a  pause,  "  tliat  we 
liave  not  quite  destroyed  this  brood  yet. 
Some  of  tliem  liave  escaped  us  and  got 
into  Pragela,  and  Mazarin  will  not  let  us 
follow,  and  even  liis  master,  Louis  XIY., 
seems  to  side  with  these  heretics." 

"  The  kingly  thief  has  no  conscience," 
replied  Pianesse  ;  "he  would  do  whatever 
suited  for  the  moment,  but  perhaps  he'll 
improve  some  day,  and  leave  the  Catholic 
world  a  better  example.  He  may  change 
his  tactics.  But  come,  Prior  Eorengo,  won't 
you  take  an  excursion  on  these  mountains, 
and  see  if  fortune  favours  you  ?  You  can 
have  a  handful  of  soldiers  to  save  you  from 
the  harhets  if  you're  afraid,  and  you  can 
earn  your  prize  money." 

'*  Not  much  danger  either  from  the 
wolves  or  the  sheep  now,  under  your 
paternal  government.  Marquis  ;  but  I  will 
think  upon  your  suggestion ;  for  besides  the 
higher   motives,    which  urge  me  to  active 
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zeal,  signing  certificates,  and  leading  a 
sedentary  life  lias  made  me  a  trifle  more  cor- 
pulent, and  I  need  to  keep  the  flesli  under." 

So  saying,  tlie  Dominican  wraj)ped  Ms 
robe  round  his  thin  sepulchral  frame,  which 
appeared  to  have  enjoyed  a  perpetual  Lent 
since  the  day  of  his  birth. 

Shortly  after  this,  Rorengo,  having  made 
arrangements  for  a  few  soldiers  to  meet  him 
at  Rora,  started  there  alone  across  the 
mountains,  to  be  an  eye-witness  of  the 
triumphs  of  the  Church  before  embalming 
them  in  a  well-earned  historic  panegyric. 

Having  mounted  over  Pian  Pra,  Po- 
rengo  approached  the  hamlet  of  Pora,  and 
was  startled  to  observe  some  ecclesiastic 
apparently  engaged  in  plundering  the  dead. 
He  instantly  recognized  Malvicino,  one  of 
those  whom  he  was  seeking,  and  the  price  of 
whose  head  he  eagerly  coveted.  Malvicino 
hearing  his  steps  looked  round,  and,  sorely 
disappointed,  refrained  from  his  intended 
capture  of  Ardoine. 
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*' Malvicino,"  cried  Eorengo,  approacli- 
ing  liim,  "  you  are  my  prisoner  ;  I  arrest 
you  by  order  of  tlie  Marquis  of  Pianesse, 
and  if  you  resist  I  sliall  order  my  soldiers, 
who  are  mounting  tlie  liill,  to  take  you  by 
force." 

"  By  tbe  deposed  Popes  Gregory  XII. 
and  John  XXIII.,  do  you  unfrock  me  so 
suddenly,  and  lay  hands  on  your  own  cloth  ? 
Has  the  Marquis's  supper  given  him  indi- 
gestion last  night  ?" 

"  Hold,  you  are  his  prisoner ;  he  has 
heard  from  the  gaoler  that  it  was  through 
you  that  E chard  escaped,  and  for  this 
treachery  the  Church  arrests  you." 

"  Ruin  seize  dependants,"  growled  Mal- 
yicino,  aside,  ''  I  might  have  remembered 
that  doors  have  ears.  Nay,  gently.  Prior, 
you  have  not  got  me  yet.  Hands  off,  I 
say  ;  let  go  my  robe,  or  by  the  Immaculate 
Virgin  I  will  add  your  bones  to  those  I 
see  bleaching  yonder." 

''  Hideous  immaculate,  you  swear  upon 
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what  the  Churcli  lias  uttered  no  dogma. 
Ai^e  you  immaculate  yourself,  or  were  you 
born  in  original  sin  ?" 

''How  dare  you,  who  are  nothing  more 
than  a  hooded  Calvinist,  or  a  wretched  Jan- 
senist,  presume  to  arrest  one  who  holds  the 
Catholic  faith  respecting  our  Holy  Lady?" 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  not  a  dogma,  and  never 
was,"  retorted  Rorengo  ;  "none  but  the 
impious  Franciscans  teach  it  to  curry 
favour  with  the  ioiiorant." 

''And  what  do  the  poor  Dominicans  do 
who  were  carried  away  out  of  the  convent 
in  the  valley  on  the  backs  of  the  Yaudois 
women?" 

Then  did  these  two  men  eye  each  other 
on  the  field  of  the  dead,  a  striking  contrast 
in  person  as  well  as  theology. 

Eorengo  was  of  a  tall,  lank,  skeleton 
frame,  with  long  black  hair,  dark  eyes, 
and  aquiline  nose,  while  Malvicino  differed 
strangely  with  his  rival,  being  short,  thick- 
set, of  sensual  aspect,  having  a  broad  mouth, 

VOL.    IIT.  X 
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wliicli  grinned  with  fierce  expression,  and 
•disclosed  two  rows  of  prominent  tusks. 

'^  Hands  off,  you  sepulclire  wire- worm, 
or  I'll  send  you  back  to  the  grave  from 
which  you  seem  to  have  been  let  out  by 
accident.  By  all  the  rival  Popes,  I'll  now 
feed  the  ravens  mth  you." 

"Nay,  bull-dog  Franciscan,  where's  the 
girl  you've  stolen  from  the  Marquis  ?  Now 
that  I've  got  you,  I  shall  not  let  you  go. 
You  must  come  along  as  my  prisoner,  in  the 
name  of  St.  Dominic,  or  I  shall  be  yours." 

With  these  words  Rorengo  sprang  upon 
Malvicino,  whilst  he  shouted  at  the  top  of 
his  voice  for  his  soldiers.  But  Malvicino 
was  not  disposed  tamely  to  surrender,  and 
grappling  with  Eorengo,  seized  him  by 
the  waist,  and  sought  to  hurl  him  to  the 
ground.  Horengo  with  his  right  hand 
clutched  his  antagonist  by  the  hair  of  his 
head,  and  with  his  left  endeavoured  to 
grasp  his  throat.  The  ecclesiastics  are 
locked  in  each  otlier's  gripe.     They  strain 
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with  all  their  force,  tlieir  eyes  become 
bloodshot  TTith  furj,  and  their  hair  waves 
loosely  in  the  breeze.  The  veins  in  their 
foreheads  stand  out  m  rehef  as  their 
energies  are  expended  in  the  deadly  strife. 
At  last  they  fall  on  the  ground,  and  still 
clasping  each  other,  roll  over  the  prostrate 
corpses.  Eorengo  is  uppermost,  and  has 
the  victory.  He  seizes  his  crucifix  and 
strikes  his  opponent  mtli  it  on  the  mouth. 
Malvicino  wrenches  it  from  him,  and  coihng 
round  his  antagonist,  drags  him  beneath. 
Their  grasp  for  a  moment  relaxes,  but  it 
is  only  to  acquire  a  fresh  tenacity.  Again 
the  strain  of  the  muscles  indicates  the  fury 
of  the  contest,  and  the  word  "Immaculate" 
might  be  heard  mingled  with  imprecations 
addressed  to  various  types  of  Popes.  The 
combatants  approach  the  precipice,  but 
they  are  not  aware  of  the  gulf  beneath.  They 
struggle  on,  drifting  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  dizzy  crag,  but  hatred  fires  their  souls, 
and  they  reck  not  of  the  chasm.     They  roll 
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on.  They  are  on  the  edge.  Malvicino  is 
uppermost,  and  his  eye  perceives  the  abyss. 
Korengo  is  beneath,  ignorant  that  he  lies  by 
the  side  of  what  will  prove  his  sepulchre. 
For  a  moment  they  tremble  in  the  balance. 
Their  fate  is  suddenly  brought  before  them. 
With  screams  of  agony  they  involuntarily 
release  each  other,  in  obedience  to  the 
instinct  of  self-preservation.  It  is  too  late. 
Two  bodies  are  falling  through  the  air. 
The  Dominican  is  hurled  against  a  rock. 
The  Franciscan  is  dashed  against  his  rival. 
The  bodies  rebound  and  descend  into 
the  abyss.  Eorengo  is  caught  by  his  neck 
in  the  fork  of  a  tree  upon  a  lower 
ledge,  and  his  body  is  thrown  backwards, 
suspended  as  in  a  vice.  A  spasm  shoots 
through  the  frame  till  the  last  tremor  gradu- 
ally ceases,  and  the  only  movement  is  due 
to  the  mountain  breezes.  Malvicino  rolled 
down  the  craggy  slope  until  his  body  was 
thrown  into  the  cleft  of  a  projecting  rock. 
It  sank  in  the  fissure,  so  that  nothing  could 
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be  seen  of  liim  at  a  distance  except  liis  arms. 
There  he  lay  wounded,  helpless,  and  alone. 
His  face  was  turned  upwards ;  the  blazing 
sun  shone  into  his  eyes  by  day,  and  the 
dews  of  evening  steeped  his  face  by  night. 
Gradually   he   regained  his  consciousness, 
and   notwithstanding    his    broken    hmbs, 
endeavoured  to  extricate  himself.     But  he 
was  held  motionless.     The  gloomy  night 
rolled  on,  and  he  felt  the  pangs  of  hunger. 
JSTo  comforter  was  near.     His   cheeks  be- 
came   hollow,     and    his    eye     dim.     The 
agonies  of  thirst  were  soon  added  to  those 
of  hunger.     His  hps    clave  to   his  gums. 
Once  he  thought  he  heard  the  steps  of  some 
soldiers  and  essayed  to  cry  out  for  assist- 
ance, but  articulation   failed.      A  passing 
shower   refreshed   him,    and  loosened   his 
tongue,  but    it   was   too  late.      His  cries 
could   not   have   been   heard    beyond   the 
hmits  of  the  rock  in  which  he  lay  buried  yet 
unburied,  as  in  an  unnatural  tomb. 

At  length  his  dim  eye  discerns  a  speck 
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in  tlie  air  against  tlie  blue  sky,  and  a 
sepulchral  cry  is  lieard  above.  That  point 
dilates.  He  perceives  that  it  is  the  cursed 
bird  of  night.  His  heart  throbs  tumultu- 
ously,  and  a  cold  sweat  gathers  on  his  brow. 
Those  keen  eyes  have  seen  him  and  mistaken 
him  for  carrion.  The  brute  creation  allots 
him  to  the  dead.  He  would  bid  death 
welcome,  but  death  comes  not,  and  he  is 
helpless  alike  to  prolong  or  to  abridge  his 
life.  The  bird  comes  wheeling  down,  and 
with  a  fierce  scream  descends  on  to  the  face 
of  the  unhappy  man.  The  distant  spec- 
tator might  now  see  an  object  on  that  lately 
bare  crag.  There  is  life  there  !  There  is  a 
bird  !  He  has  found  his  iprej.  He  moves 
his  head  as  if  his  beak  were  devouring  the 
slain. 

The  imprecation  which  the  Abbot  of 
Pignerol  uttered  against  himself  on  Castel- 
luzzo  was  relentlessly  fulfilled. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 


JUSTICE    A^'D   MEECY. 


RoEA  was  again  silent.  The  voices  of  tlie 
rival  monks  had  died  awaj,  and  Ai^doine, 
owing  to  Malvicino's  interrupted  labours, 
was  able  to  disengage  herself  from  her  fear- 
ful load. 

As  Ardoine  was  debating  whither  she 
should  flee  for  protection,  or  where  she 
should  find  the  survivino^  members  of  her 
family,  together  with  Raynald  and  Echard, 
a  faint  gToan  arrested  her  attention.  Again 
she  heard  it  more  feebly  than  before,  and 
looking  in  the  direction  whence  it  came,  saw 
a   sio'ht  which    chilled    her    blood.       The 
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unhappy  lolande  lay  among  tlie  slain, 
wounded  and  evidently  at  tlie  point  of  deatli. 

"Oil!  liave  pity,  have  pity!  save  me  from 
the  soldiers,  why  should  they  hurt  me  ?  Oh 
save  me  from  the  Irishmen  !"  faintly  gasped 
the  dying  girl. 

''lolande,  lolande,"  exclaimed  Ardoine, 
'*  is  this  you  ?  Oh,  lolande !  my  heart 
bleeds  to  see  you  thus." 

"  Who  is  that  ?  Ardoine  ?  0  Heaven,  I 
fall  by  a  righteous  retril^ution.  I  perish 
by  the  hands  of  my  own  people.  My  uncle's 
soldiers  have  done  this.  I  have  found  you 
loyal  and  honest.  I  have  played  a  double 
part.  I  came  among  you  as  a  spy  to  sow 
discord  and  doubt,  and  to  lay  snares  for 
you." 

''  Oh,  lolande  !  you  are  dying.  What  can 
I  do  for  you  ?    What  can  I  get  ?" 

"  Nothing ;  I  am  dying.  You  have  been 
true.  Alas,  I  fell  a  victim  to  the  fury  of  the 
Catholic  soldiery.  Oh  that  the  Marchioness 
could  have  seen  the  terrible  fate  she  was 


JUSTICE    AXD    MEKCY.  313 

preparing  for  me  wlien  slie  sent  me  on  my 

mission  to  the  yalleys." 

t/ 

"  What  Marchioness  do  yon  mean  ?  I 
thonght  yon  said  yon  knew  nothing  of  the 
Marchioness  of  Pianesse." 

"So  I  did,  bnt  I  deceived  yon.  I 
meant  it  well,  for  the  interests  of  Holy 
Mother  Church.  But  oh !  Ardoine,  my 
strength  fails  me,  death  approaches.  I 
am  the  cause  of  your  misery,  I  have 
poisoned  Raynald's  mind.  I  betrayed  you. 
I  told  Malvicino  of  your  meeting  with 
Echard.  Oh!  breath — I  am  dying — I  told 
Eaynald  that  a  young  officer  in  the  Duke's 
service  had  decoyed  you  away  for  base 
purposes.  He  has  never  heard  of  you  since, 
and  he  thinks  my  statement  true.  I  felt 
affection  for  you  once,  but  then  I  hated  you 
when  I  thought  Echard  had  seen  you  and 
loved  you.  Oh,  quick,  reconcile  them  to  each 
other.  Quick,  I'm  dying — forgive — forgive 
me — Echard — repeat  one  of  your  verses — 
May  you  be  happy — There  is  no  hope." 
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With  a  convulsive  sigh  the  spirit  was 
separated  from  the  body,  and  the  mangled 
lolande  lay  among  the  dead,  the  victim  of 
the  brutahty  of  her  uncle's  soldiers  and  of 
the  fiendish  policy  of  her  own  Church. 

Ardoine  shuddered  as  she  turned  away 
from  the  unsightly  corpse,  and  left  the 
place  uncertain  wliither  to  bend  her  steps. 
For  some  time  she  crouched  among  the 
trees  to  recover  her  strength,  and  then 
crept  cautiously  on  in  hopes  of  meeting 
with  some  friend.  She  is  suddenly  arrested 
by  an  object  which  she  sees  beneath  her. 
It  is  the  figure  of  a  Franciscan  monk.  He 
is  upon  his  back  imprisoned  in  the  fissure 
of  a  rock,  and  yet  the  quivering  struggles 
of  the  body  indicate  that  life  lurks  therein. 
The  chasing  colour  of  her  cheeks  declare 
that  he  is  not  unknown  to  her,  and  even 
that  eye  flashes  for  a  moment  with  indigna- 
tion, and  a  transient  gleam  of  joy  shoots 
across  her  face.  It  is  but  momentary. 
Sorrow  and  sympathy  soon  dim  those  eyes 
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at  this  spectacle  of  Imman  misery.  She 
quells  her  tumultuous  feelings,  murmuring, 
''  Love  your  enemies,  bless  them  that  curse 
you,  clo  good  to  them  that  hate  you,  and 
pray  for  them  that  despitefully  use  you  and 
persecute  you." 

Uncertain  what  to  do  and  whither  to 
turn  for  protection,  either  as  regarded 
herself  or  the  wretched  sufferer,  Ardoine 
bethought  her  of  Samuel  Yacca.  There 
was  no  more  danger  in  seeking  him  at 
Villar  than  in  remaining  alone  on  the 
mountain  exposed  to  the  outrages  of  the 
wandering  bandits.  She  reached  Yacca  in 
safety,  and  having  explained  her  mission, 
he  readily  accompanied  her  to  the  spot. 
With  some  difficulty  they  scaled  the  rock 
on  which  Malvicino  lay,  and  Yacca  strove 
to  wrench  him  out  of  the  iron  grasp  of  the 
I  remorseless  granite. 

"Daughter,"  said  Yacca,  ''is  there  a 
stream  near  ?  His  strength  seems  ebbing. 
We  must  remove  him  to  my  house,  where  I 
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will  protect  you  until  you  can  find  some  of 
your  own  friends.  Alas  !  I  mourn  wlien  I 
look  around  and  see  these  deeds  of  blood. 
I  am  but  one  person ;  I  will  nevertlieless 
contribute  my  mite,  and  vindicate  our 
Church  by  one  act  of  chariby  in  the  protec- 
tion of  this  maiden." 

"Daughter,"  continued  he,  when  they 
reached  Yillar,  "  fulfil  your  office.  You 
shall  be  safe  here.  I  will  bring  you  a  light 
and  some  refreshment,  and  you  shall  be  true 
to  woman's  mission  in  aiding  me  to  minister 
to  this  wretched  dying  man." 

Yacca  returned  with  some  food,  and  the 
light  of  liis  lantern  was  cast  upon  the  face 
of  the  unconscious  Abbot.  Ardoine  and 
Yacca  involuntarily  exchanged  glances. 
Their  cheeks  were  blanched,  their  tongues 
chained.  They  looked  at  Malvicino's  face. 
They  saw  not  his  eyes,  but  their  empty 
sockets  !  It  was  there  that  the  raven  had 
stood  and  made  his  feast ! 
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''  Oil  turn  aTvay  from  your  false  creed," 
said  Ardoine,  as  slie  ministered  to  Malvi- 
cino,  ''  and  look  only  to  Jesus  Christ. 
He  is  part  of  your  religion  as  well  as  of 
ours.  Your  very  crucifix  speaks  of  Him, 
but  we  look  to  His  merits  alone,  and 
add  notliino'  to  His  finislied  work  whicli 
would  rob  Him  of  liis  glory." 

''  There  is  no  liope,"  said  the  dying 
Abbot.  ''  I  have  been  too  great  a  sinner. 
I  am  approaching  eternity,  and  these  deeds 
of  blood  and  rao;e  in  the  name  of  a  God  of 
love  appear  dreadful.  Oh !  I  feel  the  pangs 
of  conscience.  I  have  been  a  great  sinner 
and  a  vile  h^^ocrite." 

''  But  Jesus  Christ  is  a  great  Saviour. 
Look  at  Paul  who  was  a  persecutor,  and 
yet  became  a  preacher  of  the  gospel." 

''I  never  knew,"  replied  Malvicino, 
''  that  you  read  the  Bible.  You  appear  to 
talk  well,  and  to  know  more  than  many  of 
oin-  doctors." 

"AYe  are  taught  in  the  Word  of  God 
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from  our  yoiitli,  and  wlien  we  take  a  per- 
sonal interest  in  our  religion,  these  glorious 
truths  become  as  it  were  part  of  our  very 
lives." 

"  Oil !  liow  I  wish,"  groaned  tlie  Fran- 
ciscan, ''  that  I  could  blot  out  the  past!  but 
it  is  too  late — I  am  lost — I  am  lost!" 

''Say  not  so.  God  can  blot  out  as  a 
thick  cloud  your  sins.  His  salvation  is  free, 
full  and  perfect,  and  there  is  plenteous 
redemption  for  the  very  chief  of  sinners. 
Jesus  died,  and  is  now  able  to  save  to  the 
uttermost  them  that  come  unto  Grod  by 
Him." 

"  These  things  sound  well,  but  they 
are  mockery  to  a  man  like  me.  I  can 
do  no  more  good  works.  I  cannot  win 
heaven." 

''  Ko,  no  more  can  any  of  us.  Our  best 
actions  are  full  of  sin.  Christ  has  won 
heaven  for  us  by  His  perfect  sacrifice  on 
the  cross,  and  we  must  receive  it  from 
Him.     '  The  wages  of  sin  is  death,  but  the 
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gift  of  God  is  eternal  life  through  Jesus 
Christ.'  " 

"  I  try  to  believe  what  you  say,  but  it 
seems  to  leave  my  mind  the  next  moment, 
and  I  am  fuU  of  despair." 

"  Think  of  the  thief  on  the  cross.  You 
have  read  of  him  in  your  Bible,  have  you 
not  ?  for  although  yours  is  in  Latin,  still  it 
is  the  same  as  ours.  What  a  sinner  he 
was  !  no  one  would  have  thought  that  there 
was  any  hope  for  him  a  short  time  before  ; 
and  yet  Christ  said  to  him,  '  To-day  shalt 
thou  be  with  me  in  Paradise.'  " 

"  0  Ardoine,  I  have  been  a  hypocrite 
and  a  wicked  sinner.  Can  you  forgive  me  ?" 

"Yes,  I  forgive  you  now.  You  have 
suffered  fearfully,  and  God  commands  us  to 
forgive  as  we  expect  to  be  forgiven.  Alas  ! 
I  feel  crushed  and  heart-broken  when  I 
think  of  our  ruined  household  where  we 
once  lived  so  happily.  Kow  I  am  an  orphan, 
and  many  of  my  dear  aunts  and  cousins 
have  perished  in  these  dreadful  massacres. 
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I  feel  at  times  as  if  I  should  lose  my 
mind.     0  God,  support  me  !" 

''  Is  Janavel  your  father  ?  and  is  not 
liis  wife  called  Martlia  ?" 

"  He  is  my  uncle,  and  Martlia  is  my 
aunt." 

''Oil !  can  I  see  them?  Fetch  them  before 
I  die.  I  will  speak.  Grather  round  my  bed 
Janavel,  and  Martha,  and  E chard.  Oh  ! 
]ny  strength  fails.  Hear  the  voice  of  the 
dying;  your  happiness  depends  on  it.  I 
have  something  to  say.  By  Pope  Celestin, 
I  am  sinking.  Oh  bring  them  to  me ! 
Seek  them  on  the  mountains,  I  will  speak 
before  I  die.  Water — water. — Bring  them 
before  it  be  too  late." 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE    HILLS    OF   AXGROGXA. 

The  montli  of  May  has  nearly  run  its  course, 
and  tlie  spring  is  lapsing  into  tlie  maturer 
summer,  for  the  woods  have  not  now  the 
freshened  tint  of  early  gTeen.  Upon  a  spur 
of  one  of  the  mountains  of  Angrogna,  the 
patriot  remnant  of  the  Waldenses,  under 
the  leadership  of  Janavel  and  Jahier,  had 
made  good  their  position  against  the  attacks 
of  Pianesse's  troops.  A  knot  of  them  sur- 
rounded Janavel  in  earnest  consultation,  and 
listened  with  deference  to  their  captain,  who 
was  the  president  of  their  deliberations. 

"  My  brethren,"  gravely  remarked  Jana- 
vel, ''we  are  loath  to  shed  blood.  Even  under 

VOL.    III.  Y 


322       THE    SIX    SISTEES    OE   THE    VALLEYS. 

provocation  we  liave  not  allowed  vindictive 
reprisals  to  stain  our  hands,  but  have  been 
guided  by  the  laws  of  self-defence.  The 
course  we  now  pursue  must  be  dictated  by 
public  justice,  and  not  by  rash  feeling. 
E chard  is  your  prisoner,  Raynald.  Wliat 
charges  do  you  bring  against  him  ?" 

''  Do  you  not  remember  him,  father?  he 
is  the  one  who  delivered  Gastaldo's  edict 
in  January,  and  ejected  us  from  our  farm." 

"  In  doing  that  he  might  be  only  the 
messenger  of  his  superior,  and  discharging 
a  commission  against  which  his  own  feel- 
ings revolted." 

"  His  words  of  menace,  even  then, 
father,  betrayed  his  hostile  spirit.  But  this 
is  a  slight  accusation.  I  charge  him  with 
being  the  murderer  and  betrayer  of  our 
beloved  Ardoine.  Oh,  Ardoine  !  how  can 
I  calmly  talk  on  such  a  subject  ?  My  blood 
boils,  and  my  spirit  is  bowed.  She  has 
perished.  She  may  have  been  tortured,  or 
else  she  has  been  slain   in  the  massacre. 
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Ardoine,  I  did  love  tliee  with  a  depth  aud 
purity  that  one  feels  but  once  in  a  lifetime." 

"  Hush,  my  son,  my  grief  is  also  bitter, 
and  my  sympathy  for  you  is  deep;  but  then, 
private  feelings  must  not  warp  our  judg- 
ment in  this  solemn  trial,  nor  wrongfully 
accuse  this  young  man  you  name  E chard, 
of  being  the  murderer  of  Ardoine.  What 
proofs  have  you  of  the  charge?" 

''  Too  many,  father.  I  need  not  speak 
now  of  the  edict,  or  of  the  suspicious  part 
which  I  found  him  acting  in  Aunt  Marie's 
room  on  the  fatal  28th  of  January.  I  then 
learned  jfrom  lolande  that  he  met  Ardoine, 
who  had  gone  to  weep  on  her  mother's  grave. 
She  had  disappeared,  and  had  not  returned. 
In  my  agony  we  hastened  to  the  place,  and 
our  worst  fears  were  realized  by  discovering 
the  marks  of  a  struggle  and  this  sword  on 
the  ground.  I  picked  it  up  myself,  and  here 
it  is.  I  can  swear  that  the  sword  is  his, 
for  I  saw  it  in  his  hand  on  January  25th, 
and  again  on  January  28th.     Besides,    it 
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lias  sucli  a  peculiar  hilt,  that  once  seen  it 
could  never  be  mistaken. — There,  father." 

''  Wait,  Raynald,  let  us  hear  him  speak. 
E chard,  did  you  meet  Ardoine  at  the  farm 
of  La  Baudene  ?" 

"  I  met  her  once  by  accident." 

"  Not  by  accident,  father,"  violently  in- 
terrupted Raynald.    "  Is  that  your  sword?" 

'^ Raynald,  restrain  yourself,"  interposed 
Janavel,  in  a  tone  of  decision.  ''  Show  the 
prisoner  the  sword.     Is  that  yours  ?" 

"It  is  my  sword,"  said  E  chard,  ''  but 
I  am  guiltless.  I  would  not  hurt  a  hair  of 
her  head.  Yea,  I  have  risked  my  life  to 
save  hers." 

"  This  is  your  sword ;  how  then  did 
Eaynald  find  it  on  that  spot  if  you  had  not 
been  there  ?" 

"  I  met  her  there  once  by  accident,  but 
how  the  sword  got  there  the  second  time  I 
cannot  explain." 

"Oh,  listen,"  exclaimed  Raynald,  fran- 
tically,  "  his  sword   condemns  him.      He 
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admits  lie  was  tliere  once.  Slie  was  de- 
coyed away  tlien,  and  has  never  since  been 
heard  of.  We  know  that  lies  are  part  of 
the  Catholic  practice  if  not  of  their  creed. 
Oh,  Ardoine,  my  adored,  whom  I  have 
loved  from  infancy,  thou  hast  perished,  and 
I  restrain  myself  in  the  presence  of  thy 
betrayer  and  murderer.  If  not  vengeance, 
father,  justice  !     I  demand  justice." 

"What  else  hast  thou  in  proof  of  his 
guilt?"  calmly  asked  Janavel. 

''  He  presided  at  my  grandfather's  exe- 
cution. I  pointed  him  out  to  you,  father, 
on  the  crags  of  Castelluzzo,  and  here  is  my 
grandfather's  ring  stained  with  blood  wliich 
I  found  upon  him,  besides  some  trinkets 
belonging  to  other  members  of  our  family. 
From  the  first  he  has  been  our  persecutor 
and  destroyer." 

''  But  to  return  to  the  disappearance  of 
our  beloved  Ardoine.  What  makes  you 
associate  him  with  it  ?" 

"You    know   where    I    captured    him, 
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father,  it  was  at  Eora,  gloating  over  tliat 
awful  scene  of  carnage  and  blood.  Is  not 
that  of  itself  enough  to  condemn  him  ?  In 
the  blood  of  how  many  of  our  own  relations 
may  he  not  have  imbrued  his  hands.  He 
was  there  rifling  the  dead,  and  in  his  hand 
was  Ardoine's  sash.  Ask  him  how  he  got 
that,  father." 

''  I  picked  it  up  on  that  dreadful  scene 
of  death  and  destruction,"  said  Echard, 
''  and  was  both  surprised  and  horrified  my- 
self to  find  it  there." 

"How  easy  it  is  to  invent  excuses," 
added  Raynald  bitterly,  ''  and  to  give  plau- 
sible reasons  why  things  could  not  have 
been  otherwise !" 

''Has  he  had  any  opportunity  of  giving 
an  explanation?"  asked  Janavel. 

"  Father,  he  is  a  perjured  liar.  He  re- 
presented himself  as  a  convert  to  our  faith, 
and  look  what  I  found  on  him.  These 
images  and  relics,  and  these  parchments — 
Pro   conversione   Ilcereiicorum.     And  what 
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have  we  to  set  against  all  this  weight  of 
circumstantial  evidence  but  his  word  ;  what, 
I  ask,  are  oaths  to  those  who  can  imbrue 
their  hands  with  the  blood  of  heretics,  and 
torture  those  whose  only  crime  is  difference 
of  opinion  ?  Justice,  father.  We  are  fight- 
ing now  against  the  troops  of  Savoy  for 
our  very  lives,  and  how  can  we  release  this 
man — one  who  has  seen  our  camp,  who 
knows  our  numbers,  and  whose  hands  are 
red  with  the  blood  of  those  dearest  to 
us?" 

"  We  have  not  stained  our  cause  with 
reprisals,"  continued  Janavel,  "nor  would 
we  put  him  to  death  from  the  desire  of 
vengeance,  but  our  position  is  perilous. 
Our  blood  cries  to  heaven,  yet  One  reigneth 
there  who  has  said,  '  Vengeance  is  mine.'" 

"Father,"  cried  Raynald,  "are  you  a 
man?  Did  you  see  Eora?  Did  it  not 
make  your  blood  boil?  Eemember  my 
mother — is  she  not  a  prisoner  ?  and  two  of 
your  daughters — they  may  have  perished 
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by  tlie  liand  of  tlie  executioner,  and  you 
may  be  now  a  widower  and  I  mother- 
less." 

"  Searcb  liim/'  said  Janavel,  after  a  pause. 
"  Ha  !  wliat  is  this  ?  A  certificate  of  recant- 
ation signed  by  Era  Prospero — and  whose 
name  ?  Why,  it  is  the  name  of  my  brother 
Jean.  Impossible  !  Jean,  thou  could' st 
not  have  been  an  apostate.  Young  man, 
can  you  explain  this  ?" 

"  I  know  not  how  it  came  into  my  pos- 
session," replied  Echard,  "  unless  it  was 
given  me  when  it  was  my  painful  duty  to 
be  present  at  the  martyrdom  of  one  of  that 
sainted  band  of  six  sisters." 

"  One  of  the  six  sisters  !  Did  she  perish 
on  the  rack,  and  you  saw  her  ?" 

*'  I  was  on  duty,  and  could  not  help  it. 
Her  name  was  Marguerite." 

"  Enough,"  said  Janavel ;  "  your  testi- 
mony, B-aynald,  is  borne  out  by  his  own  con- 
fession. He  did  meet  Ardoine,  since  which 
time   she   has   not    been   seen  nor   heard 
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of.  This  jewelled  sword  was  found  by  you 
on  the  very  spot  where  he  admits  that  he 
met  Ardoine.  Her  sash  was  also  found  upon 
him.  He  has  this  certificate  of  Jean's 
apostacy,  but  which  I  feel  sure  is  a  base 
fabrication.  He  has  my  dear  father's  very 
ring,  which  was  to  have  come  down  to  me 
as  an  heir-loom.  His  explanations  con- 
demn him.  Our  position  and  circumstances 
must  plead  for  us  if  we  are  severe,  and  we 
must  pray  to  God  not  to  bring  his  blood 
upon  our  heads.  Young  man,  you  must  die, 
but  the  manner  of  your  death  shall  not  dis- 
grace your  uniform,  nor  will  any  of  those 
barbarous  cruelties  which  you  have  prac- 
tised on  our  wives  and  children  be  inflicted 
on  you.  Let  me  exhort  you  to  make  your 
peace  with  God,  and  look  to  the  blood  of 
that  Saviour  wliich  is  able  to  cleanse  from 
all  sin.  Jahier,  I  leave  the  matter  in  your 
hands.  Let  not  humanity  be  separated 
from  justice.  For  myself,  I  know  not  why, 
this  is  one   of  the  heaviest  deeds  of  my 
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life.  May  tlie  Lord  send  his  angels  and 
withhold  our  hands  from  shedding  innocent 
blood,  and  keep  us  in  the  path  of  right  and 
equity  !" 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE    BLASTED    FIXE. 

The  mountain  brow  olows  in  the  radiance 
of  the  setting  sun.  The  jDlains  of  Piedmont 
in  the  distance  seem  boundless  in  the  hazy 
hght,  while  the  slopes  of  Lucerna  and 
AngToo-na  are  cast  into  rehef,  formino-  one 
of  those  glimpses  of  sunny  Italy  so  enchant- 
ing to  the  wanderer  from  the  north. 

The   vineyard   is    not   untrodden,    the 
chestnut  is  castino-  a  thicker  shade  over  its 

o 

jutting  roots,  and  the  meadows  look  bright 
with  the  changeless,  yet  ever  welcome  green, 
blended  with  the  more  gorgeous  hues  of 
summer. 

Near  the  edge  of  that  mountain  crag 
stands  a  blasted  pine.    Once  a  proud  land- 
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mark  of  Nature's  own  rearing,  its  arro^vy 
form  shot  upwards  on  this  beetling  ledge, 
but  it  has  been  scathed  by  the  fire  of  heaven, 
and  now  rises  the  naked  type  of  desolation, 
the  emblem  of  death,  in  the  midst  of  myriad 
forms  of  teeming  life.  It  is  now  the  sport 
of  the  relentless  blast,  as  rushing  down  the 
gorge  it  shakes  the  stem,  and  seeks  to  com- 
plete the  ruin  which  the  lightning  began. 
It  stands  alone,  a  plaintive  wreck,  stretch- 
ing its  skeleton  arms  and  leafless  branches 
towards  heaven,  as  if  mutely  interceding 
for  him  who  is  bound  beneath. 

E  chard  opens  his  eyes,  and  looks  upon 
the  valley  of  Lucerna.  How  solemn  it  is 
when  the  young  and  strong  are  suddenly  con- 
fronted with  death,  and  look  round  upon  the 
earth,  dear  to  them  from  infancy,  for  the  last 
time.  He  turned  his  eyes  in  the  direction 
of  La  Baudene,  for  it  was  there  that  he  had 
seen  her  whose  image  clung  to  him  to  the 
last.  His  eyes  wandered  to  the  convent  of  La 
Tour,  and  then  to  the  heights  of  Castelluzzo, 
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on  W-bicli  lie  liad  well-nigh  perished  not  many 
weeks  before.    His  life  might  well  seem  for- 
feited,  for  dangers  had  encompassed  him 
on  every  hand  from  supposed  friend  or  foe. 
There  was  one  who  could  have  absolved  him, 
but  he  had  not  seen  her  since  they  stood 
side  by  side  on  the  slopes  of  the  Yandalin, 
and  he  feared  that  she  had  perished  in  the 
sack  of  Rora.    Welcome  death,  for  it  would 
be  the  means  of  their  re-union,  although  it 
were  inflicted  by  her  own  kindred.    E chard 
lifted  up  his  eyes  to  the  west  to  behold  the 
sun    once    more    for  the    last    time.      A 
mass   of   banked   and  leaden   clouds   had 
covered  it,  as  if  ISTature  would  not  withhold 
her  tribute  of  sympathy  from  him  who  was 
so  suddenly  deprived  of  the  residue  of  his 
years.     Yet  his  eye  rested  with  relief  on  the 
background.    In  the  shadowy  distance  rose 
Monte  Yiso,  the  monarch  of  this  fragment 
of  the  Alps,  its  snowy  pinnacles,  a  bright 
contrast  to   the  sullen  foregTOund,  dipped 
in    one    of   those    streamino;    columns    of 
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liglit  wliicli  poured  from  beliind  tlie  clouds 
from  the  otherwise  invisible  sun,  proving 
its  presence  tliougli  its  orb  was  hidden  from 
the  spectator.  Nature  was  true  to  herself, 
ftiU  of  her  mystic  homage  to  hope  and  faith, 
like  a  chaste  priestess,  ever  modestly  point- 
ing away  from  herself  to  Him  at  whose  feet 
she  was  a  lowly  worshipper. 

The  arrangements  are  completed,  and 
a  party  of  six  are  selected  for  the  execution 
of  the  adjudged  doom.  Raynald  advances  to- 
wards him  to  bandage  his  eyes.  In  the  con- 
flicting emotions  which  possess  his  breast, 
he  notices  not  that  he  has  seized  Ardoine's 
sash,  winch  he  places  round  the  prisoner's 
brow.  Echard  has  seen  it,  and  he  smiles, 
as  if  contact  with  anything  which  once 
belonged  to  Ardoine  was  precious  even  in 
the  hour  of  death. 

The  two  young  men  stood  together, 
one  bound  to  a  tree  under  sentence  of 
death,  the  other  the  avenger  and  the 
executioner  of  the    sentence.     They  were 


THE   BLASTED   PINE.  335 

different  to  one  another  in  costume  and 
mien,  the  dress  of  the  peasant  and  the 
manners  of  the  mountaineer  contrasting 
with  the  uniform  of  the  officer  whose  bear- 
ing; was  that  of  one  who  had  moved  in 
camps  and  cities. 

A  strange  expression  flitted  over  Ech- 
ard's  face,  and  Raynald  noticmg  a  look 
which  recalled  his  father  to  his  mind, 
paused  for  a  moment  before  he  tied  the 
bandage  over  the  prisoner's  eyes. 

''Eaynald,"  said  Echard,  "I  forgive 
you.  I  am  aware  that  appearances  have 
combined  against  me,  and  that  in  the 
honesty  of  your  heart  you  think  me  guilty. 
Thank  God,  I  am  not.  You  will  know  it 
one  day,  but  I  desire  not  to  cast  my  blood 
on  your  head.  I  will  die  with  the  name 
of  that  Saviour  on  my  hps  to  whom  my 
beloved  Ardoine  taught  me  to  look." 

The  sorrow  which  overspread  Raynald's 
face  was  almost  hnperceptibly  tinged  with 
jealousy  at  this  allusion,  as  it  reminded  him 
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of  Ills  life-long  devotion,  and  of  tlie  cruel 
fate  whicli  liad  blasted  his  cherished  hopes. 
His  pity,  however,  vanished  when  he  thought 
of  E chard's  treachery  and  hypocrisy.  He 
retired  about  ten  paces  from  the  tree,  and 
beckoned  to  his  comrades  to  advance  to  the 
same  place.  They  stand  in  line,  and  then 
fall  on  one  knee. 

The  silence  is  breathless,  the  click  of 
the  triggers  is  heard.  In  that  short  mo- 
ment the  life  and  experiences  of  the  sufferer 
are  suddenly  condensed.  They  present 
their  muskets.  E chard's  pulse  beats  with 
fevered  strokes,  for  he  knows  that  his  hour 
is  come.  His  senses  reel,  and  his  spirit  is 
almost  drifted  into  the  dreadful  imknown. 

A  shrill  scream  pierces  his  ear  and  re- 
calls him  to  hfe.  A  heart-rending  cry  is 
heard  on  that  mountain  brow.  The  voice 
of  a  woman  cries  "  Raynald — E chard." 
Raynald  looks  round,  he  knows  the  voice, 
it  fills  him  with  transport,  it  instantaneously 
dispels  a  thousand  sorrows.     The  breath- 
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less  Arcloine  throws  herself  between  the 
prisoner  and  the  presented  muskets  of  the 
six  peasants,  of  whom  her  cousin  Raynald 
is  chief. 


VOL.    III. 


CHAPTER  XXXIY. 


JOHN   MILTON. 


OuE  scene  changes,  from  sunny  Italy  to 
merry  England,  amid  tlie  beeclien  woods 
and  open  lieatlis  of  Buckingliamshire.  The 
grand  combinations  of  forest,  rock,  and 
water  are  no  longer  to  be  seen,  but  the 
pastoral  beauty  that  surrounds  the  spectator 
assures  him  that  green-wood  England  is  an 
island  garden,  and  that  grassy  dells  and 
dynastic  trees  have  their  own  peculiar 
charms.  We  stand  on  the  upland  common  of 
Grerrard's  Cross,  distant  about  nine  miles 
from  Windsor  Castle,  and  traversed  by  the 
main  road  from  Oxford  to  London.  Rows 
of  magnificent  elms  interspersed  with  limes 
adorned   its  western   end,   while  on  other 
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sides  it  was  surrounded  by  undulating 
woods,  in  wliicli  the  slnill  wliirr  of  the  phea- 
sant, and  the  hquid  notes  of  the  nightingale, 
could  be  distinctly  heard.  The  yellow 
gorse  in  the  luxuriance  of  spring  cast  a 
burnished  hue  over  the  champaign,  and 
seemed  by  its  florid  brilliancy  to  chide 
the  languid  heather,  whose  purple  coroUas 
would  not  tinge  the  scene  until  the  autumnal 
sun  had  inspired  their  fragrance.  On  the 
spot  where  the  magnificent  monumental 
Church  now  rises,  stood  that  type  of  En- 
glish manhood,  a  vigorous  oak.  The  minute 
plumule,  whose  frame  the  summer  fly  had 
once  shaken  to  its  centre,  had  swelled  into 
the  gnarled  and  knotted  trunk  exceeding 
in  girth  the  compass  of  two  men.  Its 
trunk  was  partly  hollow,  and  its  twisted 
roots  peered  above  ground.  The  boughs  af- 
forded a  pleasant  shade,  fringed,  as  they  were, 
with  the  uncurHng  leaf  of  spring,  and  gently 
swaying  in  the  tempered  breeze.  Two  men 
were  reclining  under  its  shade ;  one  of  them 
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looked  like  a  foreigner,  liis  dark  liair  and 
complexion  bespoke  a  southern  sun,  tliough 
Ms  eye  slione  witli  tlie  glow  of  freedom, 
and  the  mildness  of  religious  feeling.  The 
other  was  of  a  more  solemn  aspect,  and  the 
peculiar  expression  of  his  features  indicated 
that  he  was  blind. 

"  Friend  Leger,"  said  the  blind  man  to 
his  companion,  "this  is  a  healthy  air  ;  our 
scenery  is  not  so  romantic  as  your  alpine 
gorges,  but  England  has  its  beauties." 

'^  Your  air,"  replied  the  other,  "  is  fresh 
as  if  it  breathed  liberty,  and  how  welcome 
must  such  associations  be  to  one  who  is 
trampled  in  the  dust  for  conscience  sake  !" 

"  Fear  not,  England  will  come  to  your 
aid — Protestant  Europe  shall  awake.  In 
March  last  you  had  the  kind  offices  of 
Switzerland  andHoUand,  and  at  this  present 
time,  the  kings  of  France,  Sweden  and  Den- 
mark, the  States  General  of  the  United 
Provinces,  the  Swiss  Cantons,  the  Duke  of 
Wirtemberg,    the    Elector    Palatine,     the 
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Landgrave  of  Hesse,  are  interested  in  your 
behalf.  I  liave  written  several  despatches 
on  the  subject,  at  the  command  of  the 
Protector,  who  has  acted  like  your  personal 
friend  in  the  matter.  On  the  29th  of  April 
the  Swiss  Cantons  ordered  a  fast,  and  a  col- 
lection to  be  made  for  you ;  which  example 
England  has  followed.  The  cruelties  you 
have  related  are,  I  should  say,  without 
]3arallel  in  ancient  or  modern  history." 

"  I  believe  they  are ;  they  certainly  equal 
anything  on  record,  and  are  worthy  the 
religion  of  Mahomet,  but  not  that  of  Christ. 
Oh  England!  be  true  to  thyself,  and  hberty 
shall  be  thine  eternal  birthright !  This 
English  oak,  Mr.  Milton,  is  a  type  of  your 
country,  and  quite  a  sight  for  a  foreigner." 

"  Have  you  looked  at  the  trees,  Mode- 
rator Leger,  which  lie,  I  believe,  in  that 
westerly  direction  ?  There  is  Bulstrode 
Park;  you  have  no  sight  like  that,  even 
among  your  Alps." 

"It  certainly  eclipses  our  chestnuts,  and 
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I  have  been  admiring  its  pastoral  glades  with 
the  sheep  mottling  the  green  sward." 

''That  park,"  continued  Milton,  ''has 
been  as  you  see  it  for  upwards  of  600  years. 
England  was  then  papist,  while  you  m  your 
valleys  maintained  the  true  and  apostohc 
faith.  Raynerius  Sacco  mentions  you  as 
existing  before  that  period ;  the  date  of 
your  '  noble  Legon '  reaches  back  almost  to 
the  same  time." 

"  I  feel  much  gratified,  Mr.  Milton,  at 
your  knowledge  of  our-  history.  On  the 
Continent,  we  have  the  impression  that  you 
English  are  both  proud  and  ignorant  of 
what  does  not  concern  your  own  wealth." 

"You  wrong  us,"  replied  the  bhnd  man : 
"  the  jealousy  of  nations,  who  have  neither 
our  freedom  nor  power,  makes  them  abuse 
us,  and,  I  think,  unjustly,  considering  that 
we  are  ready  to  act  as  the  champions  of 
civil  and  religious  liberty  through  Europe. 
We  have  broken  the  bonds  of  Eome,  which 
still  enslave  the  nations,  and  '  our  soul  is 
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escaped,  as  a  bird  out  of  tlie  snare  of  tlie 
fowler;  the  snare  is  broken,  and  we  are 
delivered." 

"  But,  remember,"  said  tlie  Moderator, 
witli  conscious  and  becoming  pride,  ''re- 
member that  you  are  indebted  to  us  for 
your  emancipation  from  Papal  thraldom. 
We  led  the  way — we  stood  in  the  front 
rank,  and  against  us  the  first  thunderbolts 
of  Rome  were  fulminated.  The  baying  of 
the  blood-hounds  of  the  Tnquisition  was 
heard  in  our  valleys  before  you  knew  its 
name.  They  hunted  down  some  of  our 
ancestors,  and  pursued  others  from  glen  to 
glen,  and  over  rock  and  mountain,  till  they 
obliged  them  to  take  refuge  in  foreign 
countries.  A  few  of  these  wanderers  pene- 
trated as  far  as  Provence  and  Languedoc, 
and  from  them  were  descended  the  Albi- 
genses,  or  heretics  of  Albi.  The  province 
of  Guienne  afforded  shelter  to  the  persecuted 
Albigenses.  Guienne  was  then  in  your 
possession.     From  an  English  province  our 
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doctrines  found  their  way  into  England 
itself,  and  your  Wickliffe  preached  nothing 
more  than  what  had  been  advanced  by  the 
ministers  of  our  valleys  four  hundred  years 
before  his  time.'* 

''  Honour  to  whom  honour  is  due.  But 
the  sun  waxes  hot,  and  Master  Ellwood 
v/ill  be  waiting  for  me ;  for  he  will  not  begin 
his  repast  till  I  come.  My  mind  is  rather 
tried,  for  I  have  been  working  at  the 
9th  book  of  an  epic  poem  I  have  been 
writing." 

"  Have  you  got  any  of  the  manuscript  in 
your  pocket,  Mr.  Milton,"  inquired  Leger, 
''  it  would  be  so  delightful  to  read  it  under 
this  shade.  I  feel  sure,  from  your  conver- 
sation, that  its  allusions  and  fancies  must 
charm  an  educated  mind." 

"  Ah !  you  come  from  the  land  of  Dante, 
Tasso,  and  Petrarch,  and  your  flexible 
language  suits  a  compliment, Mr. Moderator, 
better  than  our  stubborn  Saxon.  I  have 
been  thinking  over  what  you  have  been  tell- 
ing me  of  yom*  sufferings,"  continued  he, 
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"  and  I  feel  an  inspiration ;  I  think  I  could 
write  a  line  or  two  which  might  enlist  sym- 
pathy for  yom^  cause.  Have  you  a  pencil  ? 
— This  air  is  enough  to  inspire  one  ;  it  is  so 
much  better  than  I  breathe  in  my  quarters 
at  Chalfont  St.  Giles,  some  four  miles  up 
that  valley.  Did  I  tell  you  that  the  Pro- 
tector has  ordered  a  general  collection  to 
be  made  for  your  people,  and  that  this 
county  of  Buckingham,  with  its  180  parishes, 
has  subscribed,  1  hear,  £498  2s.  ^d.?' 
"  But  you  are  forgetting  your  sonnet !" 
"  iN'ot  altogether,  I  was  rounding  off 
the  last  line.  I  think  J  have  it  all  now. 
Are  you  ready?"         ^ 

The  bhnd  man  then  slowly  repeated  the 
following  lines,  which  his  companion  wrote 
down  from  his  dictation,  in  pencil : — 

"  Avenge,  0  Lord,  thy  slaugliter'cl  saints,  whose  bones 
Lie  scatter'd  on  the  Alpine  mountains  cold  ; 
Even  them  who  kept  thy  truth  so  pure  of  old. 
When  all  our  fathers  worshipp'd  stocks  and  stones, 
Forget  not :  in  thy  book  record  their  groans, 
Who  were  thy  sheep,  and  in  thine  ancient  fold, 
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Slain  by  tlie  bloodj  Piedmontese,  that  roll'd 
Mother  with  infant  down  the  rocks.     Their  moans 
The  vales  redoubled  to  the  hills,  and  they 
To  heaven.     Their  martyr'd  blood  and  ashes  sow 
O'er  all  the  Italian  fields,  where  still  doth  sway 
The  triple  tyrant :  that  from  these  may  grow 
A  hundred  fold,  Avho  having  learn'd  thy  way, 
.   Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  woe." 

"  A  grateful  oiFering  to  your  genius  and 
your  muse,  Mr.  Milton.  Tlie  power  of  sad 
truth  has  elicited  your  sonnet,  which  shall 
not  perish  unsaid  nor  unsung.  But  I  see 
some  one  approaching — a  young  man  of  a 
fresh,  ruddy  aspect,  without  a  moustache." 
"  It  will  be  Sir  Samuel  Morland." 
''  Good  day,  Mr.  Milton,"  said  Morland, 
as  he  approached  them,  "the  Protector 
wants  his  secretary,  as  you  know  we  have 
no  Latin  scholars  at  Westminster.  It  is 
rather  a  censure  on  us,  as  our  critics  say, 
that  only  one  man  in  England  can  write 
Latin,  and  he  a  blind  man.  He  wants  you 
to  indite  a  despatch  to  the  Duke  of  Savoy, 
of  which  I  am  to  be  the  bearer,  relative  to 
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those  atrocious  massacres.  Tliey  make  my 
very  ears  tingle,  and  I  promise  you  that 
I  will  give  His  Royal  Highness,  Charles 
Emmanuel,  and  his  mother,  Christina,  a 
lesson  in  plain  republican  oratory ;  they 
shall  see  that  I  am  an  Englishman  and  the 
spokesman  of  a  nation  of  freemen,  whose 
birthright  is  liberty.  I  will  call  things  by 
their  right  names,  and  the  prince's  ears  shall 
hear  the  truth  for  once,  or  this  is  not  an 
oak,"  added  he,  as  he  thrust  his  stick 
against  the  tree.  ''  But  let  us  hasten,  Mr. 
Milton;  our  presence  is  wanted,  and  our 
friend,  Mr.  Leger,  can  accompany  us  to 
protect  his  own  interests." 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

OLIVER,    PEOTEOTOR. 

"Come J  daughter  Mary,"  said  the  blind  man, 
"  have  you  finished  that  sentence  ?  the  Pro- 
tector will  be  coming  in  shortly,  and  will 
expect  to  find  it  done." 

"You  are  so  eloquent,  father,  when 
your  heart  is  touched,  and  you  go  on  so 
fast,  that  I  cannot  keep  up  with  you. 
QuoUqiiot  Beformatam  religionem  colunt 
are  the  last  words." 

The  door  opened  and  in  walked  a  man 
of  a  stern  and  rather  repulsive  aspect, 
dressed  in  the  costume  of  a  repubhcan 
general. 

"  Have  you  finished  your  copy,  Master 
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Milton,  for  I  am  impatient  to  read  it?" 
lie  asked,  tapping  liis  high,  boots  witli 
Ms  sword. 

"  As  tlie  Lord  livetli  the  sword  of  the 
avenger  sliall  be  drawn.  I  will  send  a  fleet 
over  those  Alps,  if  need  be,  to  teach  our 
brother  of  Savoy  reason." 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Leger,  "I  heartily 
thank  you  for  your  sympathy.  We  have 
stated  simple  facts,  many  of  which  I  myself 
have  witnessed,  and  now  I  am  an  exile  in  a 
foreign  land." 

"  Call  not  our  land  foreio^n.  It  is  Ens^- 
land's  glory  to  afford  a  home  and  an 
asylum  of  freedom  to  the  oppressed  of 
Europe.  For  my  part,  I  have  done  some- 
thing to  make  the  Protestant  cause  re- 
spected abroad,  and  on  one  or  two  occa- 
sions I  have  proved  that  the  glorious  watch- 
word, '  civis  Bomamcs  sum,'  which  should 
have  restrained  that  rascally  Prmtor  Verves, 
is  not  an  empty  boast.  I  was  about  to  offer 
you  a  settlement  in  the  neighbouring  island 
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of  Ireland.  Those  Celts  are  tliorns  in 
onr  eyes  as  the  Jebusites  were  to  David. 
I  understand  that  the  Duke  of  Savoy 
talks  of  allotting  your  valleys  to  the  Irish 
whom  I  turned  out  of  Ireland.  So  it  will 
be  an  act  of  retributive  justice  to  appro- 
priate their  lands.  There  are  valleys  and 
brooks  of  water,  for  it  is  a  goodly  land  if 
the  stalwart  arm  of  the  Saxon  only  plied 
it  with  liis  iron  tool.  I  offer  it  to  you, 
Moderator,  on  behalf  of  your  churches." 

''My  Lord,  your  secretary,  who  is  well 
read  in  ancient  history,  would  give  us  many 
examples  of  the  preciousness  of  a  native 
soil  to  the  bereaved  and  the  oppressed.  We 
have  our  Zion,  our  temple  and  our  sacred 
shrine.  I  thank  you  for  your  offer,  but  we 
would  rather  let  our  last  man  perish  in  the 
defence  of  our  valleys  than  become  aliens 
on  a  foreign  soil." 

"  Right,  natm-'e  is  strong,"  muttered  the 
Protector  to  himself ;  "it  is  still  true  in 
more  senses  than  one  that  the  gleaning  of 
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the  grapes  of  Epkraim  are  better  tlian 
tlie  vintage  of  Abiezer.  But  now  recite 
to  us  again,  Signer  Leger,  what  thou 
hast  seen. — Thou  hearest  that,  Secretary 
John,"  exclaimed  Cromwell,  when  Leger 
had  finished;  "  does  thy  polished  Latin 
embody  all  these  tm^ns  of  thought  ?  Thou 
seest  I  need  thy  secretaryship  when  I  send 
and  fetch  thee  from  Chalfont  St.  Giles. 
Here,  Sir  Samuel,  you  have  a  good  voice ; 
read  this  out,  that  I  may  hear  if  the  sen- 
tences run.  You  will  have  to  repeat  its 
substance  before  long,  so  you  can  recite 
your  lesson  to  your  master  first.  I  have 
ordered  a  collection  to  be  made  through 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,  and  I 
am  satisfied  with  the  result.  We  have  col- 
lected £38,241.  10.5.  6cl  I  have  sent  a 
gratuity  of  £100  to  those  brave  fellows, 
and  I  wish  Captain  Janavel  to  have  £40. 
It  were  a  blot  on  our  generation  to  suffer 
the  light  of  the  gospel  to  be  eclipsed  in 
your  valleys,  where  it  has  shone  from  ancient 
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times.     ISTow  let  me  hear,  Secretary  John, 
what  you  have  written." 

"Eead  out,  Mary,"  said  the  old  man, 
addressing  his  daughter. 

After  the  preliminary  cough  the  amanu- 
ensis began — 

''  Serenissime  Princeps, 

"  Eedditse  sunt  nobis  multis " 

"  Stay,  that  will  do.  It  is  enough  for 
me  to  converse  with  those  quibbling  princes 
of  Europe  in  Latin,  which  resists  the  twists 
of  their  modern  diplomacy.  But  I  will 
hear  the  translation  in  my  own  good  Saxon, 
which  suits  the  ears  of  a  freeman  and  a 
Briton." 

"Most  Serene  Prince, 

"  We  have  received  letters  from  several 
places  near  your  Dominions,  whereby  We 
are  certified,  that  the  subjects  of  your 
Eoyal  Highness  professing  the  Reformed 
Eeligion,  have  of  late,  by  your  express  Order 
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and  command,  been  required,  under  pain  of 
death,  and  confiscation  of  their  estates 
withm  three  dayes  after  the  pubhcation  of 
that  Order,  to  depart  from  and  abandon 
their  houses, dwelHng  and  possessions,except 
thej  would  give  assurance  to  reHnquish 
their  Rehgion  and  become  Cathohcks  within 
twenty  dayes ;  And  that  when  they,  in  all 
humility,  addressed  themselves  to  your 
Royal  Highness,  petitioning  a  revocation  of 
that  Edict,  and  that  being  received  to  for- 
mer favour,  they  might  be  restored  to  the 
liberty  granted  them  by  your  most  Serene 
Predecessors  ;  yet  part  of  your  army  fell 
upon  them,  most  cruelly  massacred  many, 
imprisoned  others,  expelled  the  rest  into 
desart  places,  and  mountains  covered  with 
snow,  where  some  hundreds  of  families  are 
reduced  to  such  extremity,  that  it's  to  be 
feared  they  will  all  miserably  perish  in  a 
short  time  with  liunger  and  cold.  When 
an  account  of  these  things  was  brought  to 
Us,  truly  We  could  not  but  be  moved  with 
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extreme  sorrow  and  compassion,  upon  the 
news  of  so  great  a  calamity  befaln  tins 
most  miserable  people.  And  seeing  We 
acknowledge  that  We  are  not  onelj  in  re- 
spect of  hnmanity,  but  through  communion 
of  the  same  Religion,  and  so  hj  a  brotherly 
relation  wholly  conjoyned  and  concerned 
with  them,  We  conceived  that  We  could  not 
either  satisfie  Our  self,  or  answer  Our  duty 
towards  G-od,  or  the  bond  of  brotherly  Love 
and  Charity,  or  the  Profession  of  the  same 
Eeligion,  if  being  touched  with  a  sense  of 
sorrow  in  this  calamity,  and  misery  of  Our 
Brethren,  We  should  not  also  use  all  Our 
endeavour,  so  far  as  in  us  lieth,  to  remove 
their  so  many  unexpected  miseries.  There- 
fore, Yf  e,  in  the  first  place,  most  earnestly 
desire  and  entreat  of  ^^our  Highness,  that 
you  would  be  pleased  to  call  to  minde,  and 
consider  the  Acts  and  Ordinances  of  your 
most  Serene  Predecessors,  and  the  Liberty 
hj  them  granted  time  out  of  minde,  and 
confirmed  to  their  subjects  of  the  Valleys  : 
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In  the  granting  and  confirming  whereof,  as 
tliey  did  that  which  questionless  is  of  it  self 
most  pleasing  to  God,  who  intended  that 
the  Law  and  Liberty  of  Conscience  should 
remain  onely  in  his  ovni  power,  so  it  is  not  to 
be  doubted,  but  that  they  had  also  respect  to 
the  merits  of  their  subjects,  whom  they  had 
found  valiant  and  most  faithfull  in  War,  and 
alwayes  obedient  in  time  of  Peace  :  And  as 
your  Serene  Highness  hath  exactly  followed 
the  steps  of  your  Ancestors,  in  all  other 
things  that  have  been  both  graciously  and 
gloriously  performed  by  them  ;  so  We 
beseech  you  again  and  again,  that  you 
would  not  depart  from  them  in  this,  but  that 
you  would  abrogate  this  Edict,  or  any  other 
that  hath  been  made  for  the  disquieting  of 
your  subjects  upon  the  account  of  the 
Reformed  Religion  ;  that  you  would  restore 
them  to  their  native  habitations  and  estates; 
that  you  would  confirm  to  them  their  ancient 
Eights  and  former  Liberty;  cause  reparation 
to  be  made  of  damages,  and  take  such  order 
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that  an  end  may  be  put  to  their  vexations. 
Which,  if  your  Royal  Highness  shall  grant, 
you  will  do  a  thing  acceptable  to  God,  com- 
fort andrevive  those  miserable  anddistressed 
people,  and  give  satisfaction  and  content  to 
all  your  Neighbours  professing  the  Reformed 
Religion,  especially  to  Our  self,  who  shall 
esteem  your  favour  and  clemency  towards 
them  as  the  effect  and  fruit  of  Our  mediation; 
which  will  oblige  Us  to  make  all  returns  of 
good  offices,  and  be  a  means  not  onely  to 
lay  a  foundation  of  a  good  correspondency 
and  friendship,  but  also  to  encrease  it, 
between  this  Commonwealth  and  your 
Dominions.  And  this  We  promise  Our  self 
from  your  justice  and  clemency;  Whereunto, 
We  desire  God  to  encline  your  heart  and 
minde  :  and  so  We  heartily  pray,  that  He 
would  confer  on  you  and  your  people  Peace 
and  Truth,  and  prosperous  successes  in  all 
your  affairs. 

*^  Given  at  our  Palace  of  Westminster. 
25  May,  1655." 
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"  "Well !  that  will  do,  pnt  tlie  duplicates 
ill  our  state  paper  office.  Give  me  the 
pen  and  ink,  and  England  will  sign."  So 
saying,  lie  added  to  the  document  the 
character  : 


"  There,  that  will  do.  Now,  Milton,  as 
you  have  composed  it,  endorse  it  with  your 
signature  ;  I'll  show  you  the  place." 

The  trembling  hand  of  the  bhnd  man 
was  guided  to  the  spot,  and  his  name  in 
distinct  characters  was  added  to  the  scroll. 


3^ 


/^■^^. 
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Cromwell  sighed  after  lie  iiad  heard  tlie 
despatch,  and  said  to  himself,  as  he  dried 
the  signature,  ''  It  will  throw  a  glory 
round  us  to  rescue  our  sister  Church,  and 
bid  her  rise  from  the  dust  and  put  on  more 
glorious  apparel.  Ah!"  continued  he,  in 
a  lower  voice,  *^  this  little  act  may  confer 
on  me  more  lasting  fame  than  many  of  my 
greater  deeds,  which  posterity  may  impugn 
and  misconstrue." 

''  Morland,  you  may  leave  for  Turin, 
as  soon  as  the  ink  is  dry,  and  remember, 
that  you  a.re  an  Englishman  and  a 
Christian." 


CHAPTER  XXXYI. 

THE    ENGLISH    AMBASSADOE. 

HiYOLi  is  not  far  from  Turin,  on  tlie  main 
road  wliicli  leads  throngli  Susa,  and  tra- 
verses the  Alps  by  the  pass  of  the  Mount 
Cenis.  The  town  lies  in  the  fertile  plain  of 
Piedmont,  beyond  the  last  outljang  undu- 
lation of  those  giant  mountains,  which  how- 
ever form  a  magnificent  distant  background, 
and  can  never  be  forgotten  by  vaij  one  who 
has  surveyed  the  transcendent  panorama 
from  the  heights  of  the  Superga. 

The  court  of  Charles  Emmanuel,  the 
Duke  of  Savoy,  vv^as  being  held  at  tliis  place 
in  the  summer  of  1655,  and  considerable 
festivities  had  taken  place  to  celebrate  the 
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triumplis  of  the  Church  of  Rome  as  achieved 
in  the  Piedmontese  Easter.  On  one  of  the 
commencing  days  of  June  an  audience  had 
been  demanded  by  a  ''  Commissioner  extra- 
ordinary," sent  by  the  Lord  Protector  of 
the  Commonwealth  of  England. 

The  Duke  was  seated  on  his  throne  in 
the  reception  room,  and  at  his  right  hand 
sat  Madame  Roy  ale,  his  mother;  on  his  left 
was  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  wearing  a  de- 
coration which  was  not  upon  his  breast  in 
January.  The  Papal  Delegate  Gastaldo, 
Gibelino,  the  Archbishop  of  Turin,  the 
Chancellor,  the  Duke's  confessor,  De  la 
Mena,  and  most  of  the  nobility  who  com- 
posed the  Ducal  Court,  were  present  in 
their  official  capacity.  A  young  foreigner 
with  unblushing  brow  stood  before  the 
prince  of  the  House  of  Savoy,  his  cluster- 
ing hair,  his  fair  complexion,  his  clear  blue 
eye,  bespoke  his  Anglo-Saxon  origin,  while 
his  bearing  was  that  of  one  charged  with  an 
important  message,  as   the  representative 
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of  a  great  state.  After  bowing  to  tlie 
Duke,  tlie  youthful  ambassador  delivered 
hiniself  as  follows  : — 


''  May  it  please  your  Most  Serene 
and  Royal  Higliness, 

"  I  am  sent  by  the  Most  Serene  Prince 
Ohver,  Lord  Protector  of  the  Common- 
wealth of  England,  Scotland  and  Ireland, 
unto  your  Royal  Highness,  whom  he 
heartily  saluteth,  and  with  a  very  high  and 
singular  affection  of  minde  towards  the  per- 
son of  yom^  Serene  Highness,  wdsheth  you 
life,  a  long  reign,  and  prosperous  successes 
in  all  your  affairs,  together  with  the  love  and 
affections  of  your  people.  And  this  respect 
doubtless  is  due  to  yom^  merit,  whether  a 
man  consider  the  most  noble  inchnation  and 
royal  extraction  of  your  Highness,  together 
with  the  high  expectation  wliich  the  world 
hath  from  so  many  most  eminent  vertues, 
or  whether  by  perusing  the  monuments  of 
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Time  past,  lie  call  to  ininde  the  ancient 
alliance  of  our  Kings  with  the  Royal  family 
of  Savoy.  As  for  my  self,  though  I  be 
a  young  man,  I  confess,  and  have  not 
much  experience  in  affairs,  yet  it  pleased 
my  Most  Serene  and  Most  Grracious  Master 
to  send  me,  being  one  that  is  very  much 
devoted  to  your  Royal  Highness,  and  a 
great  lover  of  all  the  People  of  Italy,  to 
negotiate  even  Matters  of  grand  importance, 
for  so  those  affairs  are  to  be  called,  Vtdierein 
the  safety  of  many  poor  distressed  people, 
and  all  their  hope  is  comj^rehended ;  which 
indeed  consisteth  wholly  in  this,  if  so  be 
that  by  all  their  loyalty,  obedience,  and 
most  humble  Petitions,  they  may  be  able  to 
molliiie  and  appease  the  minde  of  your 
Royal  Highness  which  hath  been  provoked 
against  them.  In  behalf  of  these  poor 
people,  whose  Cause  truly,  even  Commise- 
tion  it  self  may  seem  to  make  the  more 
excusable,  the  Most  Serene  Protector  of 
England  is  also  become  an  Intercessor,  and 
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he  most  earnestly  entreatetli  and  beseeclietli 
your  Eoyal  Higliness,  tliat  yon  wonld  be 
pleased  to  extend  yonr  mercy  to  these  yonr 
very  poor  snbjects  and  most  disconsolate 
outcasts ;  I  mean  tliose  who,  inhabiting 
beneath  the  Alps  and  certain  Valleys  nnder 
yonr  dominion,  are  professors  of  the  Pro- 
testant Rehgion.  For  he  hath  been  informed 
(which  no  man  can  say  was  done  by  the 
will  of  yonr  Highness)  that  part  of  those 
most  miserable  people  have  been  crnelly 
massacred  by  yonr  forces,  part  driven  ont 
by  violence,  and  forced  to  leave  their  native 
habitations,  and  so  without  house  and 
shelter,  poor,  and  destitute  of  all  rehef,  do 
wander  up  and  down,  vdth  theh^  wives  and 
children,  in  craggy  and  uninhabited  places, 
and  mountains  covered  with  snow.  Now 
what,  or  what  manner  of  cruelty  have  not 
those  soldiers  of  late  dared  to  act,  or  hath 
been  omitted  by  them.  Oh,  the  fired  houses 
which  are  yet  smoking,  the  torn  limbs 
and  ground   defiled  with  bloud !     Yu-gins 
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and  in  tliat  miserable  manner  breathed  out 
their  last.  Some  men  an  hundred  years 
old,  decrepit  with  age,  and  bed-rid,  have 
been  burnt  in  their  beds.  Some  infants 
have  been  dashed  against  the  rocks,  others 
their  throats  cut,  whose  brains  have,  with 
more  than  Cyclopean  cruelty,  been  boiled 
and  eaten  by  the  murtherers  !  What  need 
I  mention  more,  although  I  could  reckon 
up  very  many  cruelties  of  the  like  kinde,  if 
I  were  not  astonished  at  the  very  thought 
of  them. 

''  If  all  the  Tyrants  of  all  Times  and 
Ages  were  alive  again  (which  I  woidd  have 
spoken  without  any  offence  to  your  High- 
ness, seeing  we  believe  none  of  these  things 
were  done  through  any  default  of  yours), 
certainly  they  would  be  ashamed  when  they 
should  finde  that  they  had  contrived  nothing 
(in  comparison  with  these  actings)  that 
might  be  reputed  barbarous  and  inhumane. 
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In  the  mean  time,  tlie  Angels  are  surprised 
witli  liorrour  !  men  are  amazed  !  Heaven 
it  self  seems  to  be  astonished  with  the  cries 
of  dying  men,  and  the  very  earth  to  blush 
being  discoloured  with  the  gore  bloud  of  so 
many  innocent  persons  !  Do  not,  0  Thou 
Most  High  God,  do  not  Thou  take  that 
revenge  which  is  due  to  so  gTeat  wicked- 
nesses and  horrible  villanies !  Let  thy 
bloud,  0  Christ,  wash  away  this  bloud ! 

''  But  it  is  not  my  business  to  make  a 
narrative  of  these  things  in  order  as  they 
were  done,  or  to  insist  any  longer  upon  them ; 
and  that  which  my  Most  Serene  Master 
desireth  of  your  Royal  Highness  you  will 
better  understand  by  his  Own  Letters,  which 
Letters  I  am  commanded  with  all  observance 
and  due  respect  to  deliver  to  your  Royal 
Highness  ;  to  which  if  your  Royal  Highness 
shall  (as  we  very  much  hope)  be  pleased  to 
vouchsafe  a  speedy  answer,  you  will  thereby 
very  highly  obhge  my  Lord  Protector,  who 
hath  laid  this  thing  deeply  to  heart,  and 
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tlie  wliole  Commonwealtli  of  England. 
You  will  also  by  an  act  of  compassion,  most 
wortliy  of  your  Eoyal  Highness,  restore  life, 
safety,  spirit,  country,  and  estates,  to  many 
thousands  of  poor  afflicted  people  wlio 
depend  upon  your  pleasure,  and  me  you 
will  dismiss  back  to  my  native  country  with 
exceeding  joy,  and  with  a  report  of  your 
eminent  vertues,  the  most  happy  proclaimer 
of  your  Princely  clemency,  and  one  for  ever 
most  obliged  to  your  Eoyal  Highness." 

When  Mr.  Morland  had  thus  expressed 
himself  to  the  Duke  in  the  presence  of 
Madame  Eoyale  and  all  the  Court,  he  pre- 
sented him  with  his  Highness  the  Lord 
Protector's  letter,  a  copy  whereof  has 
already  been  recorded. 

He  ceased.  There  v/as  a  pause.  This 
speech,  characterised  by  Puritan  energy, 
pronounced  with  the  manly  assurance  of 
youth  and  courage,  and  more  like  the  severe 
accents  of  the  prophets  of  old   tha^n  the 
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studied  ptrases  of  diplomatic  routine,  pro- 
duced a  profound  sensation. 

The  courtiers  looked  at  one  another, 
and  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  turned  pale 
and  sank  upon  his  chair.  The  Duke  blushed, 
bit  his  lips,  but  made  no  reply.  Kever  had 
prince  been  so  boldly  found  fault  mth  to 
his  face.  At  last  the  Duchess,  whose  mind 
had  been  moulded  by  the  Jesuits,  replied  : — 

''As  on  the  one  side  I  cannot  but  extremely 
applaud  the  singular  charity  and  goodness 
of  his  Highness  the  Lord  Protector  towards 
our  subjects,  whose  condition  has  been  re- 
presented to  him  as  so  exceeding  sad  and 
lamentable,  as  I  perceive  by  your  discourse, 
so  on  the  other  side  I  cannot  but  extreraely 
admire,  that  the  malice  of  men  should  ever 
proceed  so  far,  as  to  cloath  such  father-like 
and  tender  chastisements  of  our  most  re- 
bellious and  insolent  subjects  with  so  black 
and  ugly  a  character,  to  render  them  thereby 
odious  to  allneighbouringPrinces  and  States 
with  whom  we  so  much  desire  to  keep  a 
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good  understanding  and  friendship,  especi- 
ally with  so  great  and  |)Owerfull  a  Prince  as 
his  Highness  the  Lord  Protector ;  and  with- 
all  I  do  not  doubt  but  that  when  he  shall 
be  particularly  and  clearly  informed  of  the 
truth  of  all  passages,  he  will  be  so  fully 
satisfied  vntli  the  Duke's  proceedings  that 
he  will  not  give  the  least  countenance  to 
these  our  disobedient  subjects.  But,  how- 
ever, for  his  Highness'  sake  we  will  not 
onely  freely  pardon  our  rebellious  subjects 
for  those  so  hainous  crimes  which  they  had 
committed,  but  also  will  accord  to  them 
such  privileges  and  graces,  as  could  not  but 
give  the  Lord  Protector  a  sufficient  evi- 
dence how  great  a  respect  we  bear  both  to 
his  Person  and  Mediation." 

Morland  bowed  to  Her  Highness 
Madame  Roy  ale  and  replied  : — 

''  May  it  then  please  your  Royal  High- 
ness graciously  to  grant  me  two  requests  : 
To  annul  the  decrees  of  outlawry  against 
Leger  and  Janavel,  on  whose  heads  a  price 
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lias  been  set,  and  to  restore  tlie  wife 
and  daughters  of  Janavel  wlio  were  taken 
prisoners  at  Rora." 

"  So  gentle  is  our  disposition,"  answered 
tlie  Dncliess,  ''  and  so  lovingly  do  we  feel 
to  our  misguided  subjects,  tliat  we  will  at 
once  grant  your  requests.  I  will  sign  an 
order  for  tlieir  release.  Cardinal,  will  you 
band  me  tlie  great  seal,  and  we  vfill  sliew 
our  Royal  clemency  without  delay,  tbat  liis 
Excellency  may  assure  tlie  Serene  Protector 
of  tlie  earnestness  of  our  intentions.  Let 
bis  Excellency  take  tbis  release  to  Turin 
bimself,  and  be  assured  we  wiU  redress  all 
rightful  grievances . ' ' 

After  receiving  the  document.  Sir 
Samuel  Morland  bowed  to  the  Duke  and  the 
Duchess  Christina,  and  retired,  pleased  with 
the  first-fruits  of  his  intrepid  negotiations. 

Note. — These  and  the  following  documents  are 
historic,  and  given  verhatim..  Some  of  the  originals 
exist  in  the  State  Paper  Office,  and  others  at  Cam- 
bridge and  Turin. 

VOL.   III.  B  B 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

LEGER. 

In  the  lowest  dungeon  of  the  prison  in  the 
Borgo  St.  Salvario,  languished  Martha  the 
wife  of  Janavel.  She  had  been  in  close 
confinement  since  the  beginning  of  May. 
Her .  cheeks  were  more  hollow  and  sunken 
than  before,  and  her  pallid  features  pre- 
sented a  more  striking  contrast  to  the 
faded  garment  of  mourning  which  she  still 
wore.  The  past  was  imprinted  upon  her 
memory  with  a  cruel  distinctness  which 
she  could  not  efface.  She  wept  when  she 
recurred  to  her  early  grief.  Then  the  happy 
retrospects  of  that  sisterly  fellowship  was 
too  faithfully  re-pictured,  causing  a  throb 
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of  agony.  The  scenes  in  the  convent,  her 
■unexpected  release,  her  protection  on  Monte 
Yandalin,  the  sanguinary  horrors  of  Rora, 
these  thrilhng  episodes  alternately  soothed 
and  intensified  her  sorrow.  At  Kora  she  had 
awaited  death,  but  having  been  recognized 
as  the  wife  of  Janavel,  she  had  been  secured 
as  a  hostage  in  order  to  compel  the  submis- 
sion of  her  husband.  She  remembered  the 
fierceness  with  which  Pianesse  had  received 
her,  and  how  his  eyes  sparkled  when  he 
read  out  the  letter  which  he  sent  to  Jana- 
vel. She  groaned  when  she  thought  of  the 
sorrow  it  would  cause  him,  but  she  prayed 
for  him  that  his  faith  might  not  fail,  and 
that  he  might  not  prove  false  to  his  con- 
science and  his  God,  to  save  her  fi^om  those 
who  could  only  kill  the  body. 

On  the  morning  of  the  7th  of  June,  as 
she  was  indulging  in  these  reflections, 
according  to  her  wont,  the  door  of  her 
dungeon  creaked  upon  its  hinges,  and  Sir 
Samuel  Morland,  the  English  ambassador. 
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entered,  holding  a  parcliment  in  liis  hand, 
bearing  the  official  seal  of  Savoy. 

"  Madame,"  said  he,  addressing  Martha, 
"  I  have  heard  in  England,  from  our  friend 
Leger,  of  yon  and  your  husband,  and  I 
have  come  to  the  court  of  Turin,  in  the 
name  of  England,  to  intercede  on  your  be- 
half. Your  release  is  the  first-fruit  of  my 
mission,  and  I  have  obtained  a  repeal  of 
the  decrees  against  your  husband  and  the 
Moderator  Leger." 

"  Thanks  be  unto  God  !  He  is  one  who 
hears  prayer.  0  Lord,  pardon  my  unbelief 
and  my  doubts  !  I  longed  to  clasp  my 
husband,  and  to  rescue  my  daughters  from 
this  dreadful  place.  Oh,  Janavel !  shall  we 
meet  again  ?  Courteous  sir,  excuse  my 
wanderings.  You  behold  me  a  wreck  of  suf- 
fering. The  change  from  probable  death  to 
companionship  with  my  beloved  Janavel  is 
almost  too  much,  yet  how  many  cruel 
memories  will  our  re-union  awaken." 

''  I  mil  give  orders  for  your  release  and 
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that  of  your  daughters.  Our  friend  Leger 
will  join  us,  and  we  will  proceed  immedi- 
ately to  tliese  liallowed  valleys  wliicli  I  long 
to  see,  as  the  classic  ground  of  hberty  and 
truth.  But  we  mil  leave  this  place  and  go 
to  La  Croce  Bianca,  where  I  hope  we 
shall  meet  with  the  Moderator  and  the 
French  officer,  Du  Petit  Bourg,  who  wished, 
to  communicate  something  relating  to  the 
late  Easter  tragedies." 

''Ah!  Moderator,"  said  Morland,  as 
he  reached  the  spot,  ''  we  find  you  here. 
But  I  fear  your  head  is  no  longer  worth  as 
much  as  when  I  met  you  with  Master 
Milton  on  Gerrard's  Cross." 

"  How  so.  Sir  Samuel  ?"  replied  the 
Moderator  with  a  smile. 

"  It  was  worth  200  ducats  to  the  finder 
a  short  time  ago,  so  that  you  carried  some 
one's  fortune  about  with  you,  but  I  have 
got  the  Duchess  graciously  to  reduce  its 
value  to  a  cipher,  so  you  may  lay  it  on  your 
pillow  to-night  with  the  assurance  that  no 
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Papal  felon  will  be  able  to  clear  off  Ms 
debts  at  your  expense.  But  come,  forgive 
me  if  I  presume  to  banter  on  wliat  is  a 
serious  and  personal  matter.  The  fact  is, 
I  feel  a  gusli  of  good  spirits  to  tliink  we 
have  already  effected  something.  But  here 
is  M.  Du  Petit  Bourg ;  I  believe  he  wishes 
to  see  us  both." 

"I  salute  you  both,"  said  Du  Petit 
Bourg,  "  and  especially  his  Excellency  from 
the  Court  of  England.  You  are  perhaps 
not  aware  that  the  Court  of  Turin  have 
published  what  they  call  a  Factum,  giving 
the  account  of  the  ma.ssacres,  and  they  have 
quoted  me  in  this  paragraph,  which  I  will  now 
read  out  of  the  Court  of  Savoy's  Factum." 

"  'He  who  commanded  the  said  Regiment 
was  Mr.  De  Petitbourg,  a  professor  of  the 
pretended  Reformed  Religion,  and  he  whom 
they  call  Ayde  de  Major,  who  caused  all 
the  Orders  which  were  given  him  to  be 
put  in  execution,     l^ow   the   Marquess  of 
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Pianez25a  gave  command  to  liim  who  was 
the  chief  and  marched  in  the  head  of  every 
Troop,  recommending  the  same  above  all  to 
the  special  care  of  the  said  M.  de  P.  B.,  to 
treat  those  of  Angrognia  in  the  mildest 
manner  they  could  possibly,  as  also  to  take 
up  their  quarters  and  provisions  for  sub- 
sistance  in  the  higher  parts  of  the  valley, 
but  peaceably  and  without  the  least  act 
of  hostihty  in  case  the  peasants  made  no 
resistance. 

" '  This  Sieur  de  Petitbourg  hath  the 
reputation  of  a  person  of  so  much  honour 
that  there's  no  question  to  be  made  but  he 
will  readily  attest  the  truth  thereof,  and  that 
he  will  never  say  he  ever  received  any 
Orders  to  the  contrary.'  " 

''  JSTow,  in  answer  to  this  I  have  signed 
the  following  document,  which  has  been 
duly  attested  by  two  of  my  late  officers, 
and  I  shall  commit  it  to  your  custody  for 
future  reference.  In  very  truth  I  threw 
up  my  command  rather  than  become  an 
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executioner  and  assist  in  sucli  execrable 
deeds,  and  the  Court  of  Turin  tries  to  deny 
and  explain  tliem  away,  owing  to  the  excite- 
ment they  have  occasioned  in  Europe.  I 
swear  to  you,  Mr.  Morland,  on  the  honour 
of  a  soldier,  that  the  current  statements  are 
in  no  wise  exaggerated,  for  that  would  be 
impossible.  I  will  now  read  you  my 
attestation." 

"  'I  Sieur  du  Petit  Bourg,  first  Captain 
of  the  Eegiment  of  Grancey,  who  also  com- 
manded the  same,  having  received  directions 
from  Prince  Thomas  to  go  and  join  with 
the  Marquess  ofPionesse,  and  to  receive  his 
orders(whichMarquesswasthenatLaTorre), 
when  I  was  just  upon  my  departure,  the 
Ambassadour  sent  for  me,  and  desired  me 
to  speak  to  Mens,  de  Pionesse,  and  to  use 
my  endeavour  to  accommodate  the  troubles 
which  were  happened  amongst  those  of  the 
Religion  in  the  Valleys  of  Piemont :  in  order 
whereunto,  I  then  addressed  myself  to  the 
said  Marquess,  intreating  him,  with  much 
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earnestness,  that  he  would  give  way  ;  that 
I  might  undertake  the  said  accommodation, 
which  I  supposed  I  might  have  been  able  to 
effect.  But  he  refused  this  my  request,  and 
that  divers  times,  notwithstanding  all  the  en- 
deavours I  could  possible  use  to  perswade 
him  thereunto.  And  instead  of  the  least 
mitigation  of  affairs,  that  this,  or  any  other 
consideration  which  I  could  lay  before  him, 
did  then  produce,  on  the  contrary,  I  was 
witness  to  many  great  violences  and  extreme 
cruelties  exercised  by  the  Bandets  and 
souldiers  of  Piemont,  upon  all  sorts  of  every 
age,  sex,  and  condition  whatsoever,  whom 
myself  saw  massacred,  dismembered,  hanged 
up,  burnt  and  ravished,  together  with  many 
horrid  confusions.  And  so  far  is  it  from 
truth  that  the  whole  was  done  by  virtue  of 
those  Orders  which  were  given  out  by  me 
(as  is  falsly  alleged  in  a  certain  relation 
printed  in  French  and  Itahan),  that  I  beheld 
the  same  with  horrour  and  regret.  And 
Whereas  it  is  said  in  the  same  relation, 
that  the  Marquess  of  Pionessa  commanded 
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me  to  treat  them  peaceably  without  hostility, 
and  in  the  best  manner  I  could  possible,  the 
event  clearly  demonstrated,  that  the  Orders 
he  gave  were  altogether  contrary,  for  as 
much  as  it  is  most  certain,  that  without  any 
distinction  of  those  who  resisted,  from  those 
who  made  no  resistance,  they  were  used 
with  all  sorts  of  inhumanity,  their  houses 
burnt,  their  goods  plundered;  and  when 
prisoners  were  brought  before  the  Marquess 
of  Pionesse,  I  saw  liim  give  order  to  give 
them  no  quarter  at  all,  because  (said  he) 
his  Highness  is  resolved  to  have  none  of 
the  Religion  in  any  of  his  Dominions. 

"  'And  as  forwiiat  he  protests  in  the  same 
Declaration,  as  namely,  that  there  was  no 
hurt  done  to  any,  except  during  the  Fight, 
nor  the  least  Outrage  committed  upon  any 
person  not  fit  to  bear  Arms.  I  do  assert, 
and  will  maintain,  that  it  is  not  so,  as  having 
seen  with  my  eyes  several  men  kill'd  in  cold 
bloud,  as  also  women,  aged  persons,  and 
young  children  miserably  murdered. 
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'^  *As  for  tlie  manner  liow  tliej  put  tliem- 
selves  in  possession  of  all  the  Valleys  of 
Angrognia,  to  pillage  and  burn  the  same 
entirely,  they  did  it  with  ease  enough  ;  for 
(excepting  six  or  seven  who  seeing  there 
would  be  no  Mercy  shown  them,  made  some 
shew  of  opposition)  he  sent  them  away 
without  the  least  resistance ;  the  peasants 
thinking  rather  how  to  flie  than  to  fight 
the  Enemy.  In  sum,  I  deny  absolutely  and 
protest,  as  in  the  presence  of  God,  that 
none  of  those  cruelties  above  mentioned 
were  executed  by  my  Order,  but  on  the 
contrary,  seeing  that  I  could  not  procure 
a  remedy,  I  was  constrained  to  retire  and 
quit  the  conduct  of  the  Eegiment,  for  fear 
of  being  present  at  such  wicked  Actions. 
Done  at  Pignerol  the  27  I^^ovemb.  1655. 
"  '  Du  Petit  Boueg. 

'"We,  whose  names  are  here  subscribed, 
Captains  of  the  Eegiment s  of  Infantery  of 
Sault  and  Averne,  do  attest  that  we  have 
seen  the  present  Declaration  made  by  the 
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Sieur  du  Petit  Bourg,  Captain  of  the  Eegi- 
ment  of  Infantery  of  Grancey,  in  tlie  City 
of  Pignerol,  and  by  liim  written  and  signed 
witli  his  own  hand,  in  our  presence. 

<<  f  In  Witness  whereof,  we  have  signed 
this  present  Attestation,  at  Pignerol,  this 
25  of  Novemb.  1655. 

"'S.  HiLAiEE,  Captain  of  Anvergne. 
'^*Du  Fauke,  Captain  of  Sault.' '' 
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"  It  is  too  true,"  siglied  Leger ;  "  what 
have  I  not  lost  myself  in  these  fearM 
massacres  !  My  property,  my  church,  and 
what  I  cannot  replace,  all  my  manuscripts 
and  original  documents  which  I  had  been 
collecting  for  years  to  write  a  history  of  our 
church.  This  Bible  is  the  only  relic  I  have 
saved  from  the  wreck.  Allow  me,  Mr. 
Morland,  to  testify  as  much  in  it,  in  your 
presence,  as  ambassador  of  that  gene- 
rous nation  which  takes  jsuch  an  interest 
in  our  persecuted  valley."  Leger  having 
written  the  following,  handed  it  to  Sir 
Samuel  Morland : — 

''  This  holy  Bible  is  the  only  treasure 
which  of  all  my  goods  I  v/as  able  to  rescue 
from  the  horrible  massacres  and  unparal- 
leled destructions  which  the  court  of  Turin 
put  in  execution  in  the  valleys  of  Piemont 
in  1655,  and  for  this  reason  (besides  that 
there  are  in  it  many  small  remarks  in  my 
own  handwriting)  I  recommend  and  com- 
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mand  my  cMldren  to  preserve  it  as  a  most 
valuable  relic,  and  to  transmit  it  from  hand 
to  hand  to  tlieir  posterity. 

"John  Leger,  Pastor." 

"  Now,  Moderator  Leger,  let  ns  hasten 
to  the  valleys  ;  you  shall  rejoin  your  friends 
and  assure  them  of  your  safety." 

In  a  few  hours  Morland  and  his  escort 
were  on  their  way  to  the  valley  of  Lucerna. 

''I  can  hardly  resist,"  said  Leger,  as 
they  were  journeying  together,  "  telhng 
you  an  incident  which  happened  to  me  in 
France.  As  I  was  returning  from  England 
through  Burgundy  I  was  followed  by  a  spy 
from  Turin.  He  caught  me  up  at  Mascon. 
I  changed  my  horse,  my  wig,  and  shaved 
off  my  beard  and  moustache.  Meeting  him 
he  informed  me  carefully  about  myself,  to 
which  I  replied  the  man  he  sought  was  not 
far  off.  He  happened  to  fall  in  that  day 
with  Mazarin's  regiment  which  was  on  the 
road,  who  stopped  and  beat  him.     In  the 
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evening  I  heard  of  his  adventures  as  I 
chanced  to  be  at  the  same  place,  and  the 
next  morning  seeing  him  in  bed  with  his 
hmbs  broken,  I  asked  him  what  he  would 
give  to  find  the  man  he  was  looking  for,  at 
the  same  time  I  took  off  my  wig,  saying,  I 
am  he.  He  recognized  me  at  once,  having 
seen  me  at  Lucerna,  and  I  then  left  the 
poor  fellow  in  bed  biting  his  nails  with 
rage,  as  he  saw  me  ride  off." 

*' You  certainly  have  seen  something  of 
life,  Mr.  Leger.  At  one  time  Moderator  of 
your  valleys,  at  another  hunted  as  an  assas- 
sin, with  a  price  on  your  head,  then  an  exile. 
May  brighter  days  be  in  store  for  you,  and 
may  this  treaty  of  Pignerol  which  I  hope 
will  be  the  result  of  my  negotiations  prove 
a  benefit  to  you.  Are  we  not  approaching 
your  valleys  ?" 

'*  We  are,"  replied  Leger  ;  ''  I  see  the 
well-known  heights  before  us.  I  always 
feel  the  buoyancy  of  youth  when  I  get  inside 
our  immemorial  limits  where  my  dear  fiock 
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is,  and  where  my  forefathers  ministered  be- 
fore me." 

"And  there,"  said  Morland,  '' are  the 
valleys  in  which  so  many  virtues  stand 
contrasted  with  such  black  crimes.  Have 
yon  crags  witnessed  the  deeds  that  made 
the  heart  of  our  country  throb  ?  have  these 
echoes  rung  with  the  cries  which  have 
pierced  Europe  ?  and  has  yon  bright  glassy 
stream  been  dyed  with  the  mother's  blood  ? 
Every  rock  is  eloquent  of  the  past,  every 
defile  is  a  record  of  bravery  and  freedom. 
Thou  valley  of  Lucerna,  thou  hast  truly 
the  beauties  of  nature,  for  this  is  a  lovely 
view ;  but  thou  hast  memories  of  history, 
truth,  liberty,  and  religion.  This  gives 
thee  a  charm  above  the  glacier  or  the  water- 
fall ;  this  gives  to  Monte  Yiso  a  glory  be- 
yond its  rival  Monte  Eosa,  and  makes  this 
narrowed  Pelice  more  classic  than  the  shores 
of  the  sunny  Como.  Moderator,"  con- 
tinued Sir  Samuel,  turning  to  Leger,  "  on 
entering  your  valleys  I  am  reminded  of  that 
VOL.   III.  c  0 
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passage  in  Cicero  about  Athens :  '  Movemur, 
nescio  quo  j^acto,  locis  ipsis,  in  quihus  eorum, 
quos  admiramur,  adsiint  vestigia.'  Are 
we  not  in  tlie  valleys  ?  The  Piedmontese 
soldiers  appear  to  be  quiet  just  now,  but 
we  are  in  no  danger  witli  my  passports  and 
official  credentials.  If  any  insult  is  offered 
to  me,  Oliver  will  give  Charles  Emmanuel 
something  more  than  vfords  next  time. 
But  look,  what  knot  of  men  is  that  on 
yonder  hill  ?  They  are  not  the  Duke's 
troops.     They  look  like  your  peasants." 

*^'  They  do  indeed,"  replied  Leger, 
"  Look,  Martha,  at  that  group.  It  seems  ta 
me  as  if  I  recognized  some  of  the  figures." 

''  Oh  !  it  looks  hke  my  husband,  and  I 
believe  that  he  is  on  the  hills  of  Angrogna. 
I  think  it  is  he.  What  are  they  doing  ?  Let 
us  haste.  There  is  Raynald.  Something* 
serious  is  taking  place,  for  there  is  a  figure 
tied  to  that  blasted  fir  on  the  crag.  It  i& 
some  officer.  Do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ?  It 
is  like  that  young  man  in  whom  I  have  felt 
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such  a  deep  interest.  Gracious  Heaven  !  it 
is  lie,  tlie  one  wlio  rescued  me  !  Let  us 
haste  !  What  can  Janavel  and  Eaynald  be 
doing  ?  There  is  another  figure — a  female. 
It  is  Ardoine.  Oh !  I  fear  there  is  some 
misunderstanding.  In  the  name  of  Heaven 
let  us  haste  to  them  ere  it  be  too  late." 


CHAPTER  XXXYIII. 


ardoine's  explanations. 


"  Oh,  stop,"  cried  Ardoine,  in  a  tone  of 
agony  ;  "  stop,  uncle,  for  the  love  of  God  ! 
What  is  it  you  are  doing  ?  Stop.  I  know 
that  young  man;  listen  to  me,  I  entreat 
you." 

The  eyes  of  all  were  turned  on  Ardoine 
— her  presence  caused  a  thrill  of  joy  to 
those  who  had  not  seen  her  since  the  mys- 
terious meeting  on  Marie's  grave,  and  her 
very  presence  was  of  itself  a  disproof  of  the 
main  charge  against  the  prisoner.  Eay- 
nald's  heart  leaped  with  the  throb  of  early 
love,  and  Janavel  felt  a  heavy  load  removed 
from  his  mind. 
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"  Ardoine,  dearest,"  exclaimed  Eaynald, 
"  thank  God  !  you  are  alive ;  we  feared  that 
you  had  perished,  and  that  yon  deceiver  and 
murderer  had  alkired  you  to  destruction." 

''  Oh,  speak  not  thus,  Raynald,  you  know 
him  not — he  is  not  a  deceiver,  he  is  my 
preserver.  Oh,  Echard — thank  God — I 
am  in  time  to  save  you." 

"  Eaynald,  withdraw  your  men,"  said 
Janavel.  *'  Come  here,  Ardoine,  and  speak 
before  us  all.  "We  have  had  many  proofs 
brought  before  us,  which  led  us  to  believe 
that  yon  Echard  had  taken  an  active  part 
in  the  massacres  in  the  valleys,  had  assisted 
at  Father  Rodolphe's  death,  and  decoyed 
you  into  the  snare  of  the  fowler.  Your 
presence  here  gives  us  hope  that  we  may 
have  been  mistaken  ;  can  you  tell  us  any- 
thing about  him  ?" 

"  I  can,  I  can.  Oh,  listen  to  me,  and  re- 
lease him,  for  he  deserves  your  best  thanks; 
and  yet,  how  nearly  has  he  perished  by  your 
hands  !     Thank  God  that  I  have  come  in 
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time,  or  I  would  liave  perished  witli 
him.'* 

"  Cahn  yourself,  cliild,"  answered  Jana- 
vel ;  ''  you  know  tliat  no  sudden  vengeance 
prompt  us  to  stern  deeds — fear  not  for  him, 
if  you  can  prove  your  words.  Raynald  has 
informed  us,  on  the  authority  of  lolande, 
who  you  know  was  in  our  household,  that 
this  young  man,  E chard,  had  an  appoint- 
ment with  you  ;  that  he  decoyed  you  away, 
since  which  time  you  had  not  been  seen, 
and  we  feared  that  you  were  lost." 

''  Let  me  reply  to  your  statements  in 
order.  Uncle  Janavel.  lolande  is  now  dead 
— she  has  perished  at  Eora,  through  the 
hands  of  those  of  her  own  creed,  and  of  her 
uncle's  soldiers.  She  confessed  that  she 
was  the  niece  of  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse, 
that  she  was  sent  among  us  in  the  charac- 
ter of  a  spy,  and  that  she  designedly  led 
Eaynald  to  believe  that  Echard  had  carried 
me  off,  but  it  was  Malvicino,  the  Abbot  of 
Pignerol,  who  made  me  his  prisoner." 
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"  What  tlien  of  your  meeting  ?" 
"  The  first  meeting  was  accidental  on 
my  part.  True,  Echard  rejoiced  to  meet 
me,  and  risked  his  Hfe  by  warning  us  of  the 
comino'  massacres,  which  he  had  learnt  in 
the  councils  of  Pianesse.  We  were  to  have 
met  a  second  time,  when  he  would  have 
furnished  me  with  the  details  and  with  the 
means  of  escape.  lolande  betrayed  us  to 
Malvicino,  who  waylaid  me  and  carried  me 
off  prisoner  to  the  convent  of  La  Tour,  the 
horrors  of  which  I  dare  not  recite." 

"And  howdid  you  escape,  my  daughter  ?" 
"  Echard  came  to  my  rescue,  how,  I 
hardly  know.  The  Marquis  was  compelling 
me  to  a  hateful  marriage.  I  had  already 
given  myself  up  for  lost,  when  he  appeared 
as  my  deliverer,  and  we  escaped  together 
to  AuOTOOTia's  hill." 

''But  do  you  know  that  he  has  articles 
of  ours  about  him  ?  How  came  they  in  his 
possession  ?  But  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Why  it  is  my  wife  Martha — she  rushes  to 
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US  breathlessly.  Oli,  thank  God,  that  I 
shall  embrace  her  once  more.'* 

"  Husband,  hnsband,  what  are  you  do- 
ing ?  Save  that  young  man  !  What  fatal 
misunderstanding  has  arisen  ?" 

"  How,  mother  ?"  said  Eaynald  :  ''do 
you  know  him  as  well  as  Ardoine ;  if  so, 
the  providence  of  God  has  kept  us  from 
shedding  innocent  blood." 

"My  beloved  husband,  I  have  been 
rescued  from  the  gloomy  prisons  of  Turin, 
and  long  to  clasp  you  once  more,  but  horror, 
lest  you  are  shedding  the  blood  of  my  pre- 
server, overpowers  my  feelings.  Know 
him  ?  I  have  every  reason  to  know  him — it 
was  he  who  saved  me — he  saved  me  twice." 

''  Saved  you,  as  well  as  Ardoine  !"  asked 
Eaynald.  ''  I  cannot  comprehend  how  this 
man,  who  has  appeared  to  be  only  a  ser- 
pent and  a  thorn  in  our  path,  should  have 
been  such  a  benefactor  both  to  you  and 
Ardoine." 

"  Husband  and  son,  listen  to  me,"  replied 
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Martha,  as  slie  glanced  tenderly  towards 
Ecliard.  ''  I  was  captured  and  taken  to  tlie 
convent,  and  this  young  officer  had  charge 
of  me.  He  was  so  appalled  at  the  cruelties 
which  he  saw  exercised  on  our  beloved  sister, 
Marguerite,  that  he  was  determined  to 
rescue  me  from  a  similar  fate  ;  and  he  risked 
his  very  life  in  liberating  me  from  my 
prison.  Unfortunately  I  was  taken  pri- 
soner again  at  Rora,  before  I  had  time  to 
communicate  to  you  any  of  my  past  expe- 
rience." 

''  Dearest  Marguerite  and  Madeleine — 
alas!  and  are  they  gone?"  moaned  J  anavel. 
A  solemn  silence  ensued,  broken  only  by 
the  suppressed  sighs  of  the  surviving  rela- 
tives. 

"  It  was  then,"  interposed  E chard,  ''that 
the  certificate  to  which  you  alluded  was 
put  into  my  hand  by  the  Jesuit  De  La 
Mena,  and  I  beheve  that'  it  is  a  forged 
document." 

"  Can   any  of  you   explain  how  these 
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various  articles  are  in  liis  possession,  these 
relics,  parchments,  certificates ;  with  all 
these  other  emblems  of  Catholic  superstition, 
besides  some  trinkets  belonging  to  us  ?" 

''  He  took  them  from  the  soldier  whom 
he  shot  on  Angrogna's  hill,"  continued 
Martha.  "The  man  had  robbed  some  of  our 
relations,  and  was  pursuing  me;  then  it  was 
that  he  saved  me  a  second  time,  and  in  his 
endeavours  to  recover  the  plunder,  took 
these  articles  from  the  soldier,  with  which 
thej  had  been  furnished  by  the  priests." 

''How  comes  it,  then,  that  our  beloved 
father's  ring  is  in  his  possession  ?" 

"  I  can  explain  it,  I  think,"  said  Ardoine. 
''  I  saw  him  a  prisoner  on  Castelluzzo's 
Hill ;  he  was  tied  back  to  back  with  dear 
grandfather,  then  he  would  probably  have 
given  him  the  ring  :  they  were  taken  to  the 
crag  to  be  executed,  vfhile  I  left  to  bring 
you,  uncle,  to  their  rescue;  but  the  soldiers, 
who  were  coming  to  attack  Rora,  intercepted 
me  and  prevented  my  reaching  you.     Oh, 
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then  it  was/'  sobbed  tlie  afflicted  girl,  ^'  tliat 
grandfather  perished. — Oh,  beloved  grand- 
father, I  could  not  help  it — I  would  have 
risked  my  life  for  him.  I  could  not  save 
them  !     How  Echard  escaped  I  know  not." 

''Appearances  were  certainly  strong 
against  him,  for,  besides  these  other  proofs, 
your  girdle  was  found  on  him,  which  seemed 
to  indicate  that  he  knew  where  you  were, 
and  had  made  away  with  you." 

"Ah!  this  girdle,"  exclaimed  Ardoine, 
looking  at  it,  "I  must  have  dropped  it  at 
Eora.  I  heard  Malvicino  coming  after  me, 
and  in  my  fright  I  had  to  take  refuge  where 
best  I  could  ;"  and  at  these  words  she  shud- 
dered, and  convulsively  grasped  the  blasted 
fir  to  keep  herself  from  falling.  "  I  must 
have  dropped  it,  and  he  found  it  when  he 
came  to  search  for  me.  Echard,  am  I 
right  ?  Speak,  in  the  sight  of  God,  have 
I  not  told  the  truth  ?" 

''  You  have,  you  have  ;  you  have  nobly 
vindicated  my  true  character,  and  I  have 
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only  to  add  that,  taught  from  your  lips,  and 
from  those  of  the  good  Patriarch  and  that 
esteemed  lady,  I  am  one  in  heart  and 
creed  with  yourselves,  and  have  long  for- 
sworn the  Church  of  Rome." 

"Friend,"  said  the  Moderator  Leger, 
"it  is  enough;  God's  hand  is  here.  The 
young  man  is  cleared — let  us  open  our 
hearts  to  him,  and  treat  him  as  one  of  our- 
selves ;  let  us  thank  God  that  no  sudden 
vengeance  led  us  to  do  what  would  have 
been  a  blot  on  our  characters,  and  caused 
deep  misery  to  our  own  hearts.  Ah !  thou 
withered  tree,"  continued  Leger,  "  stand 
there  in  thy  solemn  nakedness,  a  monument 
of  God's  providence ;  testifying  that  He 
before  whom  goeth  a  fire,  and  at  whose 
breath  coals  of  fire  are  kindled,  counteth 
the  hairs  of  our  head,  keepeth  our  souls  in 
life,  and  suffer eth  not  our  feet  to  shp." 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE    TEIUMPH    OF  LOVE. 

'^Ardoine,"  cried  Haynald,  '' can  tliis  be 
so  ?  Do  you  tlien  love  this  stranger,  Vnom 
you  liave  known  only  a  few  montlis  ?" 

"  Eaynald,  my  cousin,  ask  me  not.  I 
do  feel  gratitude  to  my  deliverer." 

''  Gratitude  !  would  tliat  were  all !  Oh, 
tell  me,  has  he  not  that  place  in  your  affec- 
tions which  I  have  so  long  sought  to  win  ; 
but,  alas,  in  vain?" 

"Dearest  Eaynald,  why  enter  upon 
what  must  be  a  painful  subject  ?  the  heart, 
you  know,  is  hke  the  wind  of  heaven,  its 
breathings  are  fetterless.  I  have  loved  you, 
but  it  is  as  a  sister  loves  a  brother,  and  as 
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a  sister  would  I  be  loved  by  you.  Oli,  take 
not  away  from  me  your  friendsMp." 

"  Ardoine,  can  you  forget  liow  we  have 
grown  up  together  from  infancy — how  hand 
in  hand  we  have  played  under  the  old 
mulberry  tree — how  we  sat  upon  our  grand- 
father's  knee,  and  our  infant  voices  sang 
together  our  evening  hymn  ?" 

''  Oh,  why  remind  me  of  all  this,  dear 
Eaynald  ?  these  memories  must  be  painful 
to  me,  if  they  are  painful  to  you." 

"  And  then  as  a  boy,"  continued  he,  not 
heeding  her  interruption,  ''were  you  not 
ever  in  my  thoughts  ?  Was  it  not  for  you  I 
scaled  the  mountain  heights  to  reach  the 
bright  blue  flower,  as  a  contrast  to  your  hair? 
DidI  not  delight  inwatcliing  my  flock  all  day 
long,  because  the  evening  was  before  me 
when  I  should  again  see  my  cousin's  face  ? 
Did  I  not  value  that  lamb  most  upon  which 
your  hand  had  once  rested  ?  Did  I  not  look 
towards  our  farm  with  subdued  feelings  of 
reverence,    because  I    thought  you    were 
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there,  and  envied  tlie  very  birds  to  whose 
songs  you  listened?" 

"  Oh,  Eaynald,  stop,  stop,  I  entreat  you, 
my  brother ;  urge  me  no  further." 

'^  My  boyhood  had  its  bright  dreams; 
young  minds  cherish  fairy  hopes  of  the 
future,  and  you  were  the  subject  of  mine. 
I  loved  you,  and  trusted  that  my  love  was 
returned.  I  could  not  draw  fine  distinc- 
tions as  to  where  the  love  of  the  sister  ends, 
and  the  more  absorbing  one  begins." 

"  Raynald,  your  manly  intrepidity,  your 
generous  impulses,  your  religious  feeling, 
have  ever  commanded  my  warmest  admira- 
tion ;  indeed,  you  have  not  a  friend  who 
has  your  interest  more  at  heart  than  I  have 
— I  would  serve  you  to  the  death,  and  I  do 
love  you  tenderly  as  a  sister ;  but  the  love 
of  the  heart  is  not  mine  to  give,  it  is  often 
given  and  taken  with  a  secresy  which 
escapes  the  giver.  Oh,  then,  I  pray  you, 
blame  human  nature  rather  than  me." 

"  Dearest   Ardoine,"    said   the    young 
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hero,  bursting  into  tears,  ''is  it  so  ?  Must 
I  resign  you  ?  Must  I  tell  tliis  bliglited 
lieart  tliat  it  loves  in  vain  ?  Then  let  me 
not  mar  the  lot  of  her  I  have  dearly  loved, 
but  let  me  advance  her  happiness.  Tell 
me,  Ardoine,  dost  thou  love  this  Echard,  to 
whom  fate  seems  to  have  given  thee  ?" 

''  I  do,"  said  the  maiden;  ''  the  unbidden 
yearnings  of  my  soul  cleave  to  him — my 
heart  is  his,  and  I  cannot  retract  the  gift." 

''  Then  you  shall  be  his.  I  will  do  what 
I  can  to  make  you  happy.  No  shadow  of 
me  shall  cross  your  path.  I  will  resign  you, 
though  my  heart  be  wrenched ;  I  will  yield 
you  to  the  love  and  guardianship  of  another.'* 

''  Echard,"  said  Raynald,  approaching 
him,  ''  dost  thou  love  Ardoine  ?" 

''Ask  the  desert  if  it  drinks  in  the  rain ; 
the  parched  lip  if  it  craves  water ;  the  flower 
if  it  turns  to  the  light,  or  nature  if  it  loves 
the  sun.  Let  my  actions  declare  that  I 
have  risked  my  life  to  protect  and  save  her." 

"  Thou  shalt  hereafter  be  my  friend," 
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said  Raynald,  grasping  liis  hand.  "  I  have 
been  the  dupe  of  misleading  circumstances. 
My  cousin  loves  you,  and  that  is  a  sufficient 
appeal  to  a  heart  that  really  desires  her 
welfare.  I  have  loved  her  from  a  child,  and 
had  hoped  that  this  bright  star  would  have 
shone  on  my  path  amidst  our  many  trials ; 
but  God's  will  be  done  1" 

"  Eaynald,  it  rejoices  me  to  hear  you 
speak  thus,  and  I  shall  hail  your  friendship 
as  a  precious  boon." 

"  E chard,  Providence  has  given  her  to 
you.  You  have,  it  appears,  twice  rescued 
her  from  danger  and  death,  and  now  you 
owe  your  life  to  her  providential  interpo- 
sition. Tell  me,  therefore,  is  your  love 
pure  and  deep ;  and  will  your  first  object  in 
life  be  to  secure  her  happiness  ?" 

"  It  Vvdll  indeed.  Our  hearts  have  been 
knit  in  adversity,  and  the  storm  has 
ripened  our  love  more  than  the   sunshine." 

"  Tell  me  yet,  Echard,  art  thou  one 
with  us  in  faith  ?  Dost  thou  accept  the 
VOL.  III.  D   r> 
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teacMngs  of  our  ancient  and  apostolic 
cliiirclij  as  founded  npon  tlie  Word  of  God, 
so  that  tliou  mayest  be  one  with  lier  in 
spirit  ?  witliont  Y^^llicll5  your  marriage  were 
but  a  lialf-liearted  union." 

"  I  am  one  witli  lier  in  faitli.  When  I 
first  listened  to  her  voice,  preaching  truth 
to  me  over  her  mother's  grave,  its  accents 
sank  deep  within  my  heart ;  the  words 
lodged  there.  Then  in  the  silence  of  my 
dungeon  I  revolved  what  I  had  heard,  the 
very  texts  on  the  vv^alls  v^ere  arrows  to  my 
conscience  ;  the  words  on  the  mountain  side, 
were  not  all  vainly  spoken  in  air,  nor  the 
last  solemn  utterances  that  came  from  your 
grandfather's  lips.  All  these  weighed  much 
with  a  heart  that  had  long  had  its  mis- 
givings, as  to  words  of  peace  being  written 
in  blood,  or  the  happiness  of  souls  being 
wrung  out  of  the  miseries  of  the  body." 

'^  Enough,  E chard.  Father  Janavel,  and 
Moderator  Leger,  you  have  heard  what  we 
have   said.     Ardoine,  you   promised    your 
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mother  on  her  death-bed  that  you  would ' 
not  wed  a  Eoman  Catholic ;  normthout  the 
consent  of  Uncle  Janavel  and  Barba  Leofer. 
It  only  remains  for  you  to  win  their  ap- 
probation." 

"^  We  discern  the  finger  of  God,"  an- 
swered Leger,  "  in  these  circumstances.  If 
E chard  be  a  convert  to  our  faith,  we  receive 
him  with  open  arms,  and  would  not  with- 
hold our  blessing  from  this  union." 

"  Friends,"  added  Echard,  ''that  sainted 
patriarch,  Eodolphe,  who  was  martyred  on 
Castelluzzo,  gave  me,  together  with  his 
ring,  his  dying  blessing  and  consent  to  my 
union  with  Ardoine,  should  the  providence 
of  God  preserve  my  Hfe ;  and  this  the  Lord 
has  done  in  his  own  unsearchable  way." 

'^  Enough.  Take  her,  Echard,"  con- 
tinued Raynald ;  '*  she  shall  be  yours.  She 
has  exculpated  you  from  all  the  charges 
that  lowered  against  you — you  have  been 
her  deliverer,  and  not  her  betrayer.  I  resign 
her,  because  I  beheve  it  is  for  her  happiness, 
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and  this  is  the  true  desire  of  the  loving  heart; 
' — the  love  I  vainly  hoped  to  win  has  been 
freely  given  to  you — give  her  yours  in 
return — let  your  whole  life  and  energies  be 
devoted  to  her  happiness,  and  in  your  bliss 
remember  your  friend  Raynald." 

''Friends,"  said  Ardoine,  addressing 
the  group — "these  circumstances  have  well 
nigh  driven  others  from  my  memory ;  but 
I  have  come  to  summon  you  to  the  death- 
bed of  the  Abbot  Malvicino,  the  con- 
fessor to  the  late  Marchioness  of  Pianesse. 
He  has  something  to  declare  in  the  presence 
of  you  all,  whom  he  seemed  to  know,  and 
mentioned  by  name.  Delay  not  to  come, 
for  he  says  that  his  revelation  is  connected 
with  our  happiness.  He  is  almost  at  the 
point  of  death.  I  left  him  at  his  urgent 
request  to  find  you,  as  best  I  could,  and  to 
gather  you  round  him  to  hear  his  dying 
words,  which  seem,  in  some  mysterious 
manner,  bound  up  with  our  welfare." 


CHAPTER  XL. 


THE    DYING   CONFESSION, 


'^  Come  round  me,"  said  tlie  sightless  suf- 
ferer, addressing  tlie  group  wliom  Ardoine 
liad  summoned  to  his  presence.  "  Alas  !  I 
cannot  see  you.  By  Pope — who — tell  me 
who  is  here  ?" 

"  They  are  all  here  for  whom  you  sent. 
There  is  our  Moderator  Leger,  Janavel, 
Martha,  Ardoine,  Echard,  and  Paynald." 

''  I  want  to  speak  to  you  all  before  I  die. 
I  have  done  you  a  great  wrong.  My  con- 
science racks  me  in  the  prospect  of  eternity. 

By  Pope but  I  must  give  up  my  vain  boast 

in  the  Popes.  You  have  told  me,  Ardoine, 
more  of  one  whose  name  I  have  long  had 
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on  my  lips,  but  of  wliose  trutli  I  knew  no- 
thing. Oil,  tell  me,  is  there  forgiveness 
for  sucli  as  I  ?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Leger,  "'  Christ  is  able 
to  save  to  the  uttermost  them  that  come 
unto  God  by  Him.'  '  Though  your  sins  be 
as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow.' 
Have  you  never  read  over  that  passage  in 
Latin  in  your  monastery  ?" 

''I  don't  know,"  said  the  dying  man. 
"  If  I  did,  I  did  not  understand  what  it 
meant.  It  seems  to  reach  my  conscience 
now,  and  has  a  hght  and  power  it  never 
had  before." 

"  Fear  not.  Look  to  Christ  upon  whose 
blood  the  Church  is  founded.  He  rejects 
none  that  come  unto  Him." 

'^  But  I  have  sinned  awfully ;  yea, 
against  you  have  I  sinned,  and  before  I  die 
I  would  confess  my  crime  and  crave  for- 
giveness. The  kindness  of  this  daughter 
has  reached  even  my  stony  heart,  and  there 
is  a  secret  within  me.     I  will  not  let  it. 
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die  mth  me.  Its  disclosure  will  add  to  your 
happiness.  "Wliy  should  not  my  last  act  be 
one  of  human  kindness,  when  there  are  so 
many  of  a  helhsh  nature  to  stain  the 
past?" 

''  Speak,  unhappy  man,  speak,"  said 
Leger,  *'  for  we  stand  around  your  bed. 
Speak  ere  your  voice  fails.  We  are  here, 
and  the  approach  of  death  should  make  us 
ready  to  forgive.  You  will  soon  be  before 
your  Eternal  Judge,  and  shall  we  guilty 
sinners  withhold  our  forgiveness  for  your 
debt  of  the  hundred  pence  ?" 

"  Ohl"  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  as  a  quiver 
shot  through  his  ghastly  sockets,  and  an  ex- 
pression of  despair  clung  to  his  face,  ''  I  feel 
as  if  the  flames  of  hell  were  devouring  me. 
What  can  aUay  them  ?  Oh  !  in  the  name 
of  mercy,  what  can  quench  them  ?  Water, 
water,  give  a  djing  man  a  drop  of  water 
for  the  love  of  God." 

"Here,  drink,"  said  Janavel;  "now 
calm  yourself,  and  declare  youi^  secret  which 
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lies  so  heavily  upon  your  soul.     Speak  ere 
death  seals  your  lips." 

*'  I  do  tliink  there  is  religion  on  earth," 
gasped  the  sufferer,  ^'but  it  is  not  amongst 
us.  Our  cruelties  are  to  advance  our  sect 
and  influence  rather  than  the  kingdom  of 
heaven.  Look  at  the  constancy  of  these 
men,  their  patience,  their  virtue,  and  how 
they  can  return  good  for  evil.  Oh  !  is  there 
forgiveness  for  such  as  I  ?  De  profitndis 
clamavi  ad  Dominum.'' 

The  Abbot  then  sank  into  a  fit  of  uncon- 
sciousness, while  the  group  stood  in  silence 
round  the  couch.  It  is  solemn  to  mark  the 
approach  of  death,  but  terrible  when  aggra- 
vated by  the  lash  of  conscience.  For  some 
time  he  showed  no  signs  of  life,  and  Leger 
and  Janavel  feared  that  this  mysterious 
secret  had  perished  for  ever. 

After  a  short  interval  Malvicino  partially 
revived  and  convulsively  exclaimed — 

'' Martha,  Martha  !  art  thou  here?  Take 
me  by  my  hand  that  I  may  know  it  is  thou." 
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''  I  am  here,  speak  ere  it  be  too  late." 

*'  Thou  hast  sorrowed  long,  hast  thou 
not?" 

''  I  have.  For  twenty  long  years  have 
I  mourned  as  only  nature  has  taught  a 
mother's  heart  to  mourn.' ' 

"And  tell  me  further  the  cause  of  thy 
sorrow." 

"It  was  because  my  first-born,  my 
bright  boy,  my  treasure  and  joy  was  stolen 
from  me.  [N^ot  only  did  I  lose  my  darling, 
dearer  to  me  than  life,  but  in  a  way  more 
cruel  than  death.  He  was  stolen  fi^om  me 
to  be  brought  up  in  that  faith  which  I  be- 
lieye  leads  to  perdition,  and  therefore  I 
mourn  not  only  over  his  absence,  but  over 
the  ruin  of  his  soul.  Alas  !  he  might  hate 
his  mother  if  he  saw  her  ;  he  may  now  be 
among  her  persecutors,  holding  in  abhor- 
rence what  is  dearest  to  his  mother's  heart." 

"  And  can  you  recollect  when  you  lost 
him?" 

"  The  day,  the  hour,  and  every  detail  is 
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graven  witli  tlie  iron  liand  of  sorrow.  Tlie 
memory  of  sucli  grief  is  ever  fresh,  fresh  as 
if  it  were  of  yesterday.  It  was  at  tlie  farm  of 
La  Baudene,  in  October,  just  twenty  years 
ago.  The  sun  had  set  behind  the  Alps  in 
one  mass  of  gold.  My  little  boy  had  pointed 
with  his  finger  to  the  scene  in  childish  glee, 
and  held  up  his  smiling  face  to  be  kissed. 
I  hfted  him  in  my  arms,  and  looked  with 
tears  of  joy  into  his  sparkling  eyes.  I 
stroked  his  black  hair.  Alas  !"  said  she, 
sighing  deeply,  "  little  did  I  know  that  it 
was  for  the  last  time,  and  that  soon  the 
tears  of  bitter  sorrow  would  flow.  I  went 
into  the  house  on  some  trifling  errand. 
When  I  came  back  my  darling  was  gone. 
I  ran  frantically  about.  I  rushed  into  the 
woods.  All  I  could  discover  w^ere  two  re- 
treating figures,  apparently  those  of  Romish 
priests,  and  from  that  hour  I  have  never 
seen  my  darling.  Oh !  the  agony  of  that 
moment,  Janavel,  when  I  clasped  your  hand 
and  fell  on  your  neck  and  wept.    Two  whole 
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niglits  did  I  spend  on  mj  knees  witliout 
changing  my  raiment.  As  a  mother  I  should 
have  wept  over  his  grave  the  tears  which 
nature  herself  kindly  prompted,  but  they 
are  tears  of  blood  over  the  sacrilege  of  his 
soul.  Oh  !  is  this  outrage  on  the  instincts 
of  humanity  an  act  of  religion  ?  Is  it  not 
a  libel  on  the  God  of  love  ?  0  God  !  have 
mercy  on  me  and  support  me,"  added  the 
bereaved  mother,  as  she  sank  fainting  on 
the  floor.  E chard  involuntarily  rushed 
forward,  and  catching  her  in  his  arms  pre- 
vented her  from  falling.  ''  Oh  could  I  see 
him  but  once  more  I  should  die  happier, 
and  that  would  be  one  gleam  of  light  in 
the  midst  of  the  fearful  calamities  which 
have  overspread  our  homes  and  valleys." 

"Woman,"  said  the  dying  man,  "  God 
is  greater  than  we  think.  Give  God  the 
glory.  Look  up  ;  I  was  one  of  the  two 
priests.  I  took  your  boy.  I  placed  him  for 
a  short  time  in  the  institution  at  Pignerol 
for  the  reception  of  kidnapped  children,  and 
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tlien  as  tlie  Marcliioness  of  Pianesse  had  no 
son  and  wanted  to  adopt  one,  J  gave  him 
to  lier.  Raise  tliose  eyes — Ecliard,  come 
here — stand  by  yon  woman.  Martha,  look 
at  that  face,  hear  that  voice ;  does  Nature 
plead  for  her  own  ?  Are  her  instincts  true  ? 
Martha,  there  is  your  son.  E chard,  there  is 
your  mother." 

The  fainting  Martha  revived,  and  the 
fond  look  of  the  mother  beamed  in  her  eye 
when  she  caught  the  tender  glance  of  him 
who  supported  her  and  whose  heart  beat 
against  her  own.  Let  JSTature  now  unravel 
the  mystery.  Let  her  be  true  to  herself  as 
she  was  in  the  case  of  her  who  pleaded 
before  Solomon  that  he  would  spare  the 
young  child's  life.  How  great  is  I^ature 
when  her  springs  are  touched  !  '^  Give  her 
the  child,"  said  the  king,  "  and  in  nowise 
slay  it.     She  is  the  mother  thereof." 

Echard's  tones  now  speak  like  music 
in  the  mother's  ear,  the  flash  of  his  eye 
strikes  her  very  soul,  the  father  shines  forth 
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in  the  son.  Slie  was  satisfied.  It  was 
lier  son.  Slie  liad  seen  liim.  Slie  was  in 
his  arms.  She  could  lay  her  head  on  her 
dying  pillow  more  tranquilly,  for  she  had 
had  this  messao^e  from  God  assm^ine  her 
that  his  providence  had  counted  the  steps 
of  her  son  for  whom  she  had  so  long  wept 
and  prayed. 

Let  the  mother  again  clasp  her  first- 
born after  the  lapse  of  twenty  years.  Let 
the  aching  void  be  supplied  as  she  is  strained 
by  those  youthful  arms. 

''My  son,  my  son,"  she  murmurs; 
''  God  has  given  me  my  son." 

After  the  transports  of  the  mother 
had  subsided,  Father  Janavel  came  for- 
ward and  pressed  his  long-lost  son  to  his 
bosom,  and  mingled  his  tears  with  those 
of  his  wife.  Ardoine  involuntarily  shrank 
back,  while  her  heart  throbbed  with  the 
delightful  news,  and  vented  its  feelings  in 
thanksgiving  to  God. 

*'My   brother!"    said    Kaynald,     "art 
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thoii  my  brotlier  ?  Horror  seizes  me  wlien 
I  tliink  liow  nearly  I  liave  slied  tliy  blood 
and  been  tliine  enemy.  Tliank  God  I  liave 
not  added  to  tlie  pangs  of  my  mother's 
lieart,  bnt  tliat  we  can  liave  tMs  ray  of 
comfort  in  tlie  midst  of  our  afilictions.  My 
brotlier,  God  liad  made  me  thy  friend,  bnt 
now  thou  art  more.  I  need  not  give  thee 
her  whom  thou  lovest,  I  have  done  that 
already  when  I  believed  it  was  for  her  wel- 
fare, when  I  knew  that  thou  wert  true- 
hearted  and  a  friend  to  her  cause.  But 
take  her  from  me  again.  Eeceive  her  from 
your  newly-found  brother  as  a  precious  gift. 
1^0  shadow  of  regret  shall  tinge  the  sacri- 
fice. I  see  my  dearest  mother's  happiness. 
Thou  wilt  cause  a  smile  on  that  brow  where- 
on I  never  yet  saw  one  linger,  and  when 
the  sorrows  we  have  endured  have  become 
mellowed  by  time,  then  thy  voice  shall 
soothe  her,  and  thy  hand  shall  close  her 
dying  eye.    Come,  Ardoine,  join  hands  again 
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witli  Ecliardj  wliom  tlie  Yoice  of  death  lias 
pronounced  to  be  tliine." 

Tlie  lovers  strained  eacli  other  in  a 
fervid  embrace,  and  mtli clasped  hands  knelt 
before  Janavel  and  Martha  to  receive  their 
parental  blessing. 

"  Children/'  said  Leger,  "  be  happy, 
for  this  our  son  was  dead  and  is  ahve  again, 
he  was  lost  and  is  found.  The  Lord  smile 
upon  yom'  future  path.  You  have  tasted 
bitterness  in  your  youth;  may  you  hereafter 
rejoice  in  the  sunshine  of  the  Lord's  coun- 
tenance, and  in  your  mutual  affection  find 
comfort  during  the  remainder  of  yom' 
earthly  pilgrimage." 


CHAPTER  XLI. 


ECHARD. 


EcHAED  stood  for  some  time  transfixed,  as 
tlie  changing  thrilling  scenes  of  tlie  last  few 
weeks  flooded  Ms  memory.  He  felt  a  secret 
peace  wliicli  lie  liad  never  yet  tasted,  for  lie 
liad  found  a  mother's  breast  on  wliicli  to 
lean ;  and  altliougli  liis  love  was  given  to 
Ardoine,  still  a  mother  was  a  priceless  gift, 
for  the  pm-e  instincts  of  sonship,  recoiling 
npon  themselves,  had  formed  within  his 
heart  a  melancholy  void.  Condemning,  as 
he  did,  the  cruelties  of  the  Romish  Clmrch, 
he  had  been  unconsciously  yearning  after 
his  father's  faith ;  and  that  Church,  how  had 
it  injm^ed  him  ? — It  had  kidnapped  him  as 
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a  boj,  trampling  upon  the  purest  feelings 
of  humanity ;  it  had  made  the  father  the 
enemy  of  the  son ;  the  son,  the  desolation  of 
his  own  home,  and  an  assistant  at  the 
martyrdom  of  his  kindred  :  these  were 
the  blasphemous  deeds  of  that  Church  of 
human  nature,  which,  nevertheless,  out- 
rages human  nature,  as  well  as  tilings 
divine.  As  an  avenger,  he  had  stood 
with  Gastaldo's  edict  on  the  threshold 
whereon  liis  infant  steps  had  tottered,  and 
caused  misery  where  he  had  once  been  a 
bond  of  love ;  but  afterwards  in  the  pro- 
vidence of  God,  he  had  learned  truth  from 
the  lips  of  his  own  peopl-e.  His  mother, 
his  grandfather,  the  tragic  death  of  his  aunt, 
the  examination  of  his  uncles,  the  conver- 
sation of  Ardoine,  had  all  deepened  those 
convictions  which  made  him  renounce 
the  Church  which  had  stolen  him,  and  re- 
turn with  heart  and  soul  to  the  creed  of 
his  fathers.  Echard  stood  gazing  at 
Martha  in  silence,  as  his  soul  heaved  with 

VOL.    III.  E    E 
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these  tumultuous  memories.  Thank  God 
lie  liad  rescued  his  mother  twice  !  How  due 
had  been  this  homage  of  a  strange  heart,  to 
one  who  had  mourned  him  so  long  and  so 
faithfully  !  He  had  been  tied  back  to  back 
with  his  grandfather,  and  seen  the  old  man 
martyred  who  had  fondled  him  as  a  boy — 
yea,  he  had  himself  lately  well  nigh  perished 
at  his  brother's  hands,  and  before  those  eyes 
which  had  shed  the  ceaseless  tear  on  his 
behalf.  He  could  hardly  help  casting  a 
look  of  horror  at  the  dying  Abbot,  the 
cause  of  these  sorrows.  Malvicino,  at  least, 
had  known  the  unhallowed  combination, 
that  the  son  was  rending  the  hearts  of  his 
father  and  mother,  for  E  chard  had  often 
remarked  a  malicious  smile  on  his  face, 
as  if  he  remembered  the  secret,  and 
gloated  in  his  treachery  to  nature's  most 
sacred  ties. 

Malvicino' s  strength  was  rapidly  ebbing. 
The  anxious  expression  of  distress,  which 
had  been  stamped  upon  his  features,  was 
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somewliat  softened,  and  a  more  tranquil 
repose  illuminated  Ms  dying  eye. 

"  Speak  to  me  of  your  religion — tell  me 
more  of  Christ/'  gasped  tlie  dying  man — 
"  wliere  is  your  Pastor  ?  You  said  you  had 
forgiven  me ;  can  God  forgive  me  ? — The 
blood  of — ^what  is  the  text  ? — I  forget ! — my 
head  reels — repeat  it !" 

'^  Look  up  to  the  Cross  of  Jesus  Christ," 
answered  Leger,  in  a  solemn  voice.  '^  His 
grace  is  so  free,  so  full  and  so  independent, 
that  there  is  plenteous  redemption  for  the 
cliief  of  sinners.  Eemember  the  thief  on 
the  cross — wash  thy  soul  in  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb,  and  we  shall  hereafter  rejoice  together 
at  the  King's  right  hand." 

"  Jesus,  Jesus  !  Canst  thou  save  even 
me  ? — the  thief — on  the  cross — Saviour, 
Saviour — I  will — Jesus." 

A  hvid  hue  overspreads  his  face.  His 
ghastly  sockets  quiver — the  death-rattle 
is  heard  in  his  throat — his  hands  are 
stretched  out — a  convulsive  spasm  strikes 
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liis  whole  frame.  Tlie  paroxysm  dies  away, 
and  tliat  sightless  body  is  dust  and  ashes. 
May  that  guilty  soul  find  acceptance,  through 
Him  whose  name  was  last  somided  in  his 
ears,  and  who  having  earned  the  character 
of  a  Saviour,  is  glorified  in  saving  the  thief 
on  the  cross  at  the  eleventh  hour,  and 
in  saying,  as  the  Sovereign  of  Grace,  and 
the  King  of  Glory,  ''  To-day  shalt  thou 
be  with  me  in  Paradise." 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

THE    FIFTEENTH    OF    JUNE. 
{Abridged  from  Dr.  Musion^s  ^'■Israel  of  the  Aljps.^^J 

It  was  on  tlie  27tli  of  May  tliat  Janavel 
formed  a  junction  with  Captain  Jaliier. 
Their  first  exploit  was  the  capture  of 
St.  Secondo,  in  which  800  Irish  were  slain, 
and  650  Piedmontese ;  while  on  their  side 
the  loss  was  only  seven  men.  These  almost 
incredible  facts  became  well  known,  and  the 
terror  of  Janavel  and  Jahier  seized  all  the 
neighbouring  towns.  Telegraphic  sig- 
nals were  arranged  on  the  tops  of  the 
steeples  to  announce  the  coming  of  the 
small  but  intrepid  band  of  Waldenses,  who 
had  taken  up  arms  to  resist  extermination. 
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On  the  2nd  of  June  tlie  two  Captains 
attacked  tlie  enemy,  wlio  left  150  dead  on 
tlie  field  of  battle.  The  Yandois  lost  one 
man.  Their  attempt  to  capture  La  Tour 
failed,  but  Crussol  was  laid  under  contri- 
bution. 

On  Friday,  the  15th  of  June,  the  Marquis 
of  Pianesse  having  called  to  active  service 
all  the  troops  of  the  district,  made  an 
attack  on  Janavel's  band,  in  the  centre  of 
Angrogna.  The  troops  advanced  up  the 
valleys,  at  the  same  time,  from  La  Tour,  St. 
John,  Rocheplatte,  and  Pramol. 

Pianesse' s  bands  intended  to  attack  the 
Yaudois  simultaneously,  but  this  could  not 
be  attained,  owing  to  their  different  routes. 
The  detachment  which  came  by  Eocheplatte 
gave  the  signal  of  attack  some  minutes  too 
soon.  Janavel  had  with  him  only  300  men, 
but  he  repulsed  these  first  assailants  before 
the  troops  of  Pianesse  could  come  up  in  their 
rear.  In  order  to  divide  them  he  inclined 
towards  the  heights  of  Rochemanaut,  when 


THE   FIFTEENTH   OF  JUNE.  423 

suddenly  lie  found  himself  opposed  to  the 
detachment  which  had  come  up  by  the  Cos- 
tieres  of  St.  John,  and  at  the  same  time  he 
saw  the  third  detachment  advancing  from 
La  Tour. 

In  this  critical  position,  assailed  on  all 
sides,  and  lacking  half  his  men,  who  were 
still  in  Pragela,  the  hero  of  Rora,  with 
that  quick  confidence  of  judgment  and 
energetic  promptitude  of  execution  which 
characterize  great  captains  on  the  field  of 
battle,  fell  back  ere  the  battahon  of  Roche- 
j)latte  could  rally  on  his  flank,  dashe  d  into 
the  midst  of  that  which  came  from  Pramol, 
cut  it  in  two,  passed  through  it,  and,  as  he 
had  formerly  done  with  so  much  success  at 
E-ora,  posted  himself,  with  his  men,  on  the 
summit  of  a  hill.  The  four  battahons  of  the 
enemy  drew  together  at  its  base.  Janavel 
was  now  shut  in  betwixt  a  precipice  and  an 
army  ten  times  more  numerous  than  his  own. 
It  was  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  in  this 
position  he  held  his  ground  until  two  o'clock 
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in  tlie  afternoon,  then  judging  tliat  liis  men 
had  been  sufficiently  exposed  in  maintaining 
the  conflict,  without  flinching,  for  five  hours, 
and  perceiving  some  signs  of  wavering 
among  the  ranks  of  the  enemy,  Janavel 
raised  his  arms  towards  heaven,  crying,  ''It 
is  in  thy  name,  0  God  !  Support  and  pre- 
serve us  !"and  then  shouted  to  his  men, ''for- 
ward, my  friends  !"  With  pikes,  swords,  and 
balls,  these  courageous  men  rushed  like  an 
avalanche  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill  with 
all  the  impetuosity  of  a  valour  too  long 
restrained.  Without  awaiting  their  shock, 
the  enemy  attempted  to  spread  themselves 
out  in  the  plain,  and  recoiled  before  them. 
By  this  manoeuvre,  the  Yaudois  succeeded  in 
breaking  them,  when  disorder  ensued.  The 
3000  men  disbanded.  The  Yaudois  killed 
more  than  500,  while  they  themselves  had 
only  one  killed  and  two  wounded.  Having 
purged  Angrogna,  Janavel  was  retiring 
to  his  entrenchments,  when  Jahier  ar- 
rived from  Pragela.     They  descended  like 
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a  thunderbolt  upon  tlie  army  of  Pianesse, 
wliicli  was  routed  a  second  time.  The 
Yaudois  killed  more  than  100  men ;  but  the 
death  of  Janavel  had  well  nigh  proved  a 
greater  calamity  than  a  defeat ;  for  he  was 
struck  by  a  bullet  which  passed  through  his 
body,  entering  by  the  chest  and  coming  out 
by  the  back.  His  mouth  filled  with  blood, 
he  lost  consciousness,  and  was  thought  to 
be  on  the  point  of  expiring.  Providence 
was  pleased,  however,  not  to  deprive  the 
valleys  of  their  intrepid  defender,  and  after 
six  weeks'  suffering,  he  recovered.  His 
last  advice  to  Jaliier  had  been  not  to 
attempt  anything  more  that  day ;  but  Jahier 
was  led  into  an  ambuscade,  where  he  and 
all  his  soldiers,  with  the  exception  of  one, 
were  cut  to  pieces.  The  i5th  of  June  was 
a  fatal  day ;  for  on  it  the  Yaudois  were 
deprived  at  once  of  Janavel  and  Jahier. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

THE    COL   DE    LA   CEOIX. 

"  The  Duke  of  Savoy  liatli  for  the  cause  of  Re- 
ligion driven  out  from  their  native  country  his  sub- 
jects which  inhabited  the  valleys  of  the  Alps,  men 
harmless  and  such  as  for  many  ages  have  been  famous 
for  their  retaining  of  the  more  pure  religion." 

[Extract  from  a  letter  from  his  Highness  the  Lord 
Protector  to  the  King  of  Denmark,  in  favour  of  the 
poor  Evangelical  Churches  of  the  Valleys  of  Piedmont, 
bearing  date  the  25th  May,  1655.] 

The  mountain  breeze  is  keen  upon  the 
lieiglits  of  tlie  Col  de  la  Croix,  one  of  the 
Alpine  passes  from  Italy  into  Erance.  A 
heap  of  stones  and  a  wooden  cross  mark 
the  summit  of  the  pass,  towards  which  a 
small  party  of  Waldensian  mountaineers 
are  slowly  toiling. 
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"  Courage,  dearest  mother,"  exclaimed 
Raynald  ;  ''we  are  nearly  on  the  ridge,  and 
I  see  the  heap  of  stones  before  me.  Then 
you  will  be  in  the  dominions  of  Louis  XIY., 
a  refuge  which  Mazarin  has  not  denied  us. 
I  said  I  would  see  you  safely  into  France, 
and  then  I  will  leave  you  to  brother  E chard's 
protection,  for  I  must  return  to  keep  our 
forces  together  and  take  my  dear  father's 
place.  I  do  hope  that  the  patents  of  grace 
in  this  Treaty  of  Pignerol,  which  is  contem- 
plated, may  end  these  troublous  times.  I  will 
step  back  and  see  how  my  father  bears  the 
journey.  I  am  afraid  his  wound  will  make 
it  tedious,  though  I  doubt  not  Echard  and 
Ardoine  have  done  all  in  their  power  to 
soothe  the  sufferer." 

"  Echard,"  whispered  Ardoine,  who 
followed  Martha  at  a  short  distance,  "  I 
need  not  your  help,  for  I  am  a  mountaineer. 
Give  your  hand  to  your  mother,  let  her 
rest  on  her  newly-found  son  as  she  treads 
the  last  few  paces  of  her  beloved  Italy." 
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"  Oil,  E chard  !  in  the  midst  of  joy  at 
having  you  near  me,  I  cannot  help  grieving 
bitterly  when  I  look  around  and  think  that 
these  are  all  the  relics  of  our  once  numer- 
ous and  loving  family.  Oh,  La  Baudene  ! 
Home  !  Home  !  Sweeter  than  ever,  we 
shall  soon  cease  to  tread  the  sacred  soil  of 
Italy,  we  shall  be  exiles  m  a  strange  land." 

"  But  it  is  for  conscience'  sake,  Ar- 
doine,"  said  Echard;  "  God  is  our  Father 
and  heaven  is  our  home.  You  have  taken 
joyfally  the  spoiling  of  your  goods,  knowing 
that  you  have  in  heaven  a  better  and  an 
enduring  substance.  Let  us  still  endure, 
as  seeing  Him  who  is  invisible." 

^'  What  are  you  thinking  of,  dearest 
Echard  ?"  asked  Ardoine,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  was  thinking,  Ardoine,  that  your 
love  and  confidence  is  the  brightest  heritage 
I  have  on  earth.  Dearest,  I  would  rather 
have  you  on  the  foreign  soil  of  France  than 
be  without  you  and  own  all  our  valleys." 

"  Oh,  do  not  overvalue  me  1    You  will 
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soon  find  out  all  my  shortcomings.  But  do 
not  talk  tlius,  for  you  know  I  cannot  bear 
to  be  preferred  to  my  people's  happiness, 
and  you  are  one  of  ourseh^es  now." 

"  I  am  of  what  nation  you  are,"  rejoined 
the  ex-officer.  ''  Wliere  thou  goest  I  will 
go,  and  thy  God  shall  be  mine.  I  will  hve 
for  you,  and  do  all  I  can  to  soothe  my 
mother's  declining  years.  What  a  noble 
character  my  father  is,  and  how  rare  it  is 
to  see  the  union  of  such  qualities,  such 
simphcity  and  piety  with  such  intrepidity 
and  military  heroism." 

"And,  dear  Raynald,"  said  Ardoine, 
''  let  us  not  forget  Mm.  I  must  remember 
that  he  is  more  to  me  than  a  cousin,  a 
brother  in  deed  and  in  truth.  Dear  Eay- 
nald,  I  cannot  look  back  upon  our  childish 
intimacy  without  a  melting  heart.  I  hope 
he  will  be  happy.  Perhaps  he  may  yet 
find  some  one  more  worthy  of  liim  than  I." 

"  He  will  never  do  that,"  rejoined 
Echard;    "  liis  true,    honest,  warm   heart 
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had  become  absorbed  in  his  devotion  to 
you,  and  bis  memories  will  be  faithful  to 
Ms  early  hopes.  But  look,"  continued 
Echard,  "my  father  is  moving  his  hand,  he 
wants  us  to  stop." 

'^  Children,"  said  Janavel,  in  a  voice 
feeble  from  weakness,  "we  are  near  the 
boundaries  which  divide  Italy  from  France, 
let  us  pause  upon  our  native  soil  and  behold 
for  the  last  time  the  beauties  of  our  beloved 
valleys.  Look,"  said  the  wounded  man  as 
his  eye  kindled  with  enthusiasm  and  patrio- 
tism, "look  at  those  valleys  lately  red  with 
blood  and  scorched  by  the  flame.  Behold, 
the  distant  fields  are  green.  ISTature  hath 
triumphed  over  man,  and  covered  our  blood. 
She  hath  thrown  the  veil  of  purity  over  the 
stains  cast  on  her." 

The  broken  family  paused  and  looked 
back  in  silence.  The  scene  was  one  to 
stir  the  hearts  of  all.  In  the  dim  distance, 
where  the  thick  columns  of  curling  smoke 
were  rising,  was  their  ancestral  home.     It 
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was  still  a  rain,  for  tlie  genial  spring  and 
summer  had  not  erased  all  traces  of  devas- 
tation. The  half  cut  down  vine  might  be 
bursting  into  new  life  as  a  symbol  of  hope, 
but  the  charred  wood,  mingled  with  the 
foundation  stones,  still  betrayed  the  ruthless 
ravages  of  January.  The  valley  itself  seemed 
as  if  it  had  been  scorched  in  patches,  though 
summer  was  thrusting  itself  around.  The 
absence  of  houses  and  temples  peering 
above  the  trees  declared  that  the  destroyer 
had  been  there,  that  the  Pope  of  Eome  had 
cursed  the  place,  and  that  his  Easter  bene- 
diction had  brought  forth  miserj^  through 
the  instrumentality  of  the  Church  herself. 

There  is  a  love  of  country  in  the  breast 
of  the  virtuous.  These  exiles  felt  it  as  they 
wept  on  looking  towards  the  east,  and 
envied  the  eagle  that  roamed  over  their 
native  vale  and  ahghted  on  Angrogna's 
crag. 

They  are  exiles.  Foreigners  have  spoiled 
them,  and  the  very  valley  has  been  given 
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to  the  Irisli  whose  hands  are  red  with  their 
blood.  They  might  have  remained.  Their 
home  might  be  still  standing.  But  they 
would  have  been  apostates.  They  are  exiles, 
but  not  apostates.  An  unsullied  conscience 
is  a  good  beyond  all  earthly  dignities.  Let 
them  o'erleap  the  present,  and  hear  the 
verdict  of  eternity  on  the  conflict.  A  voice 
from  heaven  shall  one  day  say  that  "  they 
have  well  done  that  they  have  done  for  my 
Name's  sake."  Everlasting  joy  shall  be  upon 
their  heads,  and  the  reproach  of  their  widow- 
hood shall  be  remembered  no  more. 

The  sun  is  setting,  and  its  waning  radi- 
ance lingers  around  those  interceptingpeaks. 
The  place  whereon  that  remnant  stands,  as 
seen  by  a  spectator  from  the  valley  beneath, 
glows  with  the  crimsoned  light,  but  the 
exiles  know  not  that  they  stand  girt  with 
the  sunlight  as  they  leave  their  homes. 
The  crags  of  Castelluzzo  stand  forth  in 
dusky  outline;  the  hills  of  Rora,  full  of 
tragic  memories,   break  the  horizon;  the 
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distant  plain  of  Piedmont  has  faded  into 
one  sea  of  mist ;  tlie  rock  of  Barund  is  just 
discernible;  the  glimmer  of  the  Pelice  is 
seen  threading  the  valleys ;  nature  is  shed- 
ding darkness  over  the  earth,  and  wresting 
from  the  eyes  of  the  exiles  the  scenes  which 
cheer  yet  crush  then'  hearts.  The  fugitives 
press  on.  The  darkness  gathers.  The  pale, 
half-formed  crescent  in  the  south  lights 
them  as  they  cross  the  snovv's  of  the  higher 
Alps  which  lead  to  France.  They  are 
leaving  the  east  and  going  to  the  west. 
Italy  is  left  behind,  and  they  stand  on  the 
soil  of  France. 
*  *  ^j  *  ^  * 

"Eeceive  my  blessing,  my  boy,"  said 
Janavel,  clasping  Eaynald,  "  and  let  me 
hear  of  vou — be  careful  of  our  brave  men, 
and  do  no  more  than  is  necessary  for  self- 
defence.  Treat  Mullenier  as  a  friend  and  bro- 
ther. I  trust  His  Royal  Highness  will  soon 
bid  us  return  to  our  own  land,  and  admit 
that  our  allegiance  is  true   to  the  house  of 

VOL.    III.  F  F 
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Savoy;    liberty    of    conscience     only   ex- 
cepted. 

"  My  son,  liear  my  last  words  : — 

"  '  Wherefore  Jesus  also,  that  He  might 
sanctify  the  people  with  his  own  blood, 
sniFered  without  the  gate. 

"  '  By  Him,  therefore,  let  us  offer  the 
sacrifice  of  praise  to  God  continually,  that 
is,  the  fruit  of  our  lips,  giving  thanks  to 
his  name.'  " 

The  shadows  of  night  deepen — one  by 
one  appear  those  pale  mysteries  of  heaven, 
those  starry  outworks  of  infinity,  those  silent 
heralds  of  worlds  beyond,  leading  towards 
eternity,  bright  interpreters  of  the  consola- 
tion of  the  future,  which  present  sorrows  so 
often  cloud  in  our  suffering  hearts.  Look 
up,  ye  little  band,  read  the  scroll  of  heaven, 
an  dm  ark  that  sapphire  empyrean  as  it  glows 
with  those  lamps  of  immortality.  They 
speak  of  God ;  of  his  power  and  providence  ; 
they  tell  you  that  there  are  mansions  in  the 
sky ;  they  teach  you  a  lesson  of  faith,  and 
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tliat  you  should  distrust  unaided  sense. 
As  those  twinkhng  specks  of  hght  are  central 
suns,  so  your  present  sorrows  shall  be 
changed  into  everlasting  joy.  Look  up 
from  the  snow- clad  Alps  to  the  blazing 
heavens  ;  sufferers  in  ages  past  have  read 
the  writing  and  thanked  God,  and  taken 
courage. 

"  Look,  Ardoine,  at  those  bright  stars," 
said  E chard  ;  "  what  a  magnificent  sight ! 
T  have  often  looked  at  them  in  sorrow  and 
joy.  I  saw  them  from  the  Convent  of  La 
Tour,  and  they  bade  me  hope ;  I  saw  them 
when  a  prisoner  on  Castelluzzo's  crag,  and 
you  seemed  lost  to  me  for  ever.  Oh,  they 
are  bright  teachers,  and  bid  us  cherish  hopes 
of  heaven  amidst  the  sorrows  of  earth." 

''Dear  Etienne,"  whispered  Ardoine, 
"  I  remember  his  little  voice,  and  his  hj^mn 
about  the  stars ;  how  he  used  to  repeat 
the  last  verse  with  such  an  emphasis,  as 
his  eyes  sparkled,  and  he  moved  his  httle 
hand  : — 
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"  '  I  wonder  mucli,  that  eyes  like  mine 
Those  starry  worlds  can  see  ; 
Great  God  !  it  was  thy  power  divine 
That  made  both  them  and  me/  " 

"Poor  boy,"  siglied  Ardoine,  as  she 
wiped  away  the  falhng  tear, ''  thou  art  gone, 
gone  for  ever.  Dear  Echard,  keep  the  cold 
wind  from  that  motherless  babe  whom 
Raynald  so  strangely  rescued  at  Eora. 
Alas !  our  only  relic  of  our  beloved  Aunt 
Lucille  !" 

''  Oh,  dear  Ardoine,  how  delightful  it  is 
to  hear  you  speak  !  I  trust  we  shall  soon 
safely  reach  the  Yalley  of  Freyssinieres, 
and  that  our  good  Moderator  Leger  will 
speedily  unite  our  hands  as  well  as  our 
hearts." 

"  Our  marriage,"  replied  Ardoine,  "  will 
be  like  those  dear  grandfather  used  to  talk 
of  after  the  plague,  rather  a  solemnity  than 
a  festival ;  and  may  God's  blessing  rest 
upon  us ;   as  He  has  preserved  us  through 
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SO  many  dangers,  so  may  He  sliield  us  to 
the  end." 

"  Providences,  sucli  as  we  have  under- 
gone," said  Ecliard,  "  are  inscrutable. 
I  tliink  tliey  teach  us  clearly  either 
that  there  must  be  no  God,  or  that  a 
future  state  of  retribution  is  a  peremptory 
necessity." 

''I  thank  God,"  said  Ardoine,  '' that 
it  is  the  last  of  these  conclusions  that  is 
our  consolation.  Our  sufferings  appear 
hard,  but  we  must  suspend  our  judg- 
ment, and  not  arraign  '  Him  who  knoweth 
the  end  from  the  beginning,  whose  way  is 
in  the  sea,  and  whose  path  is  in  the  deep 
waters.'  " 

"  His  wisdom,  doubtless,  will  be  vindi- 
cated in  the  end,"  replied  E chard,  "and 
partial  suffering  often  educes  general  good  ; 
so  that  as  far  as  we  are  concerned  we  must 
count  it  all  joy  to  suffer  shame  for  Christ's 
name,  and  to  be  exiled  for  conscience'  sake. 
But  father  signals  to  us  ;  he  would  have  us 


438        THE    SIX    SISTERS    OF    THE    VALLEYS. 

bend  tlie  knee,  now  that  we  enter  on  a  new 
soil,  tlie  soil  of  France." 

The  exiles  then  knelt  down,  and  as 
Janavel's  weak  voice  ascended  to  heaven,  the 
sombre  clouds  broke  and  the  pale  light  of  the 
moon  shed  its  lustre  upon  the  remnant, 
upon  Italy  on  the  east,  and  France  on 
the  west. 

Rome !  look  upon  that  small  band  of  exiles, 
and  acknowledge  thy  triumphs  !  they  are 
"  persecuted,  but  not  forsaken ;  cast  down, 
but  not  destroyed."  Thou  hast  cast  them  out, 
for  they  are  of  the  ancient  stock,  of  whom 
the  world  is  not  worthy.  Thou  hast  caused 
one  sister  to  perish  on  the  rack,  one  in  the 
dungeon,  one  in  the  sack  of  the  mountain 
hamlet,  one  on  the  mountain ;  two  brothers 
hast  thou  martyred  in  yonder  convent,  one 
now  labours  at  the  galleys  in  the  distant 
south,  some  escaped  thee  by  a  timely  death ; 
and  those  fair  children — -where  are  they? 
Some  have  been  kidnapped,  and  languish 
ill  the  abbey  at  -Pignerol,  or  in  the   dun- 
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geons  of  Turin;  some  have  been  trans- 
ported to  other  lands ;  some,  it  may  be, 
subserve  the  desires  of  some  Cathohc  lord, 
or  cowled  hypocrite ;  others  have  perished 
from  cold  and  hunger  on  these  mountains  ; 
where  they  once  rambled  for  the  flower, 
there  have  their  members  been  strewed,  and 
the  highways  garnished  with  their  quivering 
limbs. 

Behold,  thy  triumphs  ! — are  these  the 
proofs  of  the  apostolicity  of  thy  creed,  or 
wilt  thou  people  heaven  with  ransomed 
sinners,  when  thou  makest  the  homes  of 
them  that  dwell  among  their  own  people, 
like  charnel-houses  on  earth  ? 

Reader,  our  romance  adheres  in  its  main 
features  to  history.  Numbers  are  fearfully 
expressive,  but  still  they  are  cold  appeals 
to  the  intellect ;  the  solitary  type  makes  a 
more  powerful  appeal  to  the  centre  of  feel- 
ing and  the  spring  of  action — the  heart. 
Multiply  this  monograph  by  scenes  in  Ca- 
labria,  Spain,  Provence,  Languedoc,  Dau- 
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pliiny,  Ireland,  Boliemia,  Saluzzo,  and 
thousands  of  isolated  cities  as  well  as  larger 
tracts  of  country,  and  then  you  may  obtain 
a  glimpse  of  the  policy  of  that  Church  which 
represents  herself  as  Catholic  and  Apos- 
tolic, but  which  the  Scripture  portrays 
as  ''  drunk  with  the  blood  of  the  saints." 
In  the  chronology  of  "  The  Valleys," 
this  year,  1655,  stands  forth  in  awful  relief 
with  this  appalling  title,  ''  the  year  of  mas- 
sacres.  "  God  grant  that  this  C hurch  which 
crumbles  at  home  upon  her  seven  hills,  may 
not  strengthen  her  foundations  in  Protes- 
tant England ! 

May  the  auspicious  era  which  has  now 
dawned  on  new-born  Italy,  that  classic 
land  of  Europe,  under  the  auspices  of  King 
Victor  Emmanuel,  shine  brighter  and 
brighter,  unto  the  perfect  day  of  peace, 
liberty,  security,  and  enlightenment ! 

Eeader,  in  this  age  of  liberalism,  our 
charity  is  too  often  granted  to  the  wrong- 
doer ;   be  just   to   the   sufferers,  and  form 
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your  o^^\TL  conclusions  as  to  trutli  and 
error,  based  upon  the  "inexorable  logic  of 
facts." 

"  Ye  shall  know  them  by  their  fruits.     Do  men 
gather  grapes  of  thorns,  or  figs  of  thistles  ? 

"  Even  so   every  good  tree  bringeth  forth  good 
fruit ;  but  a  corrupt  tree  bringeth  forth  evil  fruit. 

"  A  good  tree  cannot  bring  forth  evil  fruit,  neither 
can  a  corrupt  tree  bring  forth  good  fruit. 

"  Every  tree  that  bringeth  not  forth  good  fruit  is 
hewn  down,  and  cast  into  the  fire. 

"Wherefore  by  theh^  fruits  ye  shall  know  them." 


THE  END. 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

This  chapter  is  taken  verbatim  from  Dr.  Muston's 
"  Israel  of  the  Alps,"  vol.  i.  part  2,  chajD.  vii.,  and  it  is 
hoped  will  justify  the  incidental  allusions  in  other 
parts  of  this  volume.  The  following  is  Sir  Samuel 
Morland's  introduction  (book  ii.,  chap,  vi.,  p.  332)  to 
Chapter  VI.,  in  which  he  recites  the  notarial  deposi- 
tions of  the  atrocious  details  : — 

"  I  presume  the  Christian  reader  is  now  somewhat 
prepared  by  what  has  been  already  hinted,  with  the 
greater  constancy  to  behold  those  dolefull  spectacles 
Avhich  he  shall  have  here  presented  before  his  eys._^The 
truth  is,  the  cruelties  which  are  here  related  would 
abundantlyexceed  the  belief  of  anyman  (save  onelythe 
Authors  and  Actors  of  them)  were  they  not  accom- 
panied with  such  Authentick  proofs  that  he  w^ho  denies 
the  truth  of  them  must  at  the  same  time  deny  his 
own  reason  and  understanding :  for  if  the  formal 
Attestations  of  those  that  Avere  eye-witnesses  and 
bystanders  maybe  of  any  force  with  us,  if  the  strong 
and  wofall  cries  of  so  many  desolate  and  poor  wretches 
who  have  been  miserably  rob'd  and  bereft  of  their  rela- 
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tions,  houses,  lands,  and  all  other  comforts,  may  in  any 
manner  gain  our  belief;  in  a  word,  if  the  formall 
deposition  of  one  of  the  chief  Commanders  of  that  very 
Army  who  were  the  Actors  of  those  cruelties,  signed 
with  his  own  hand,  and  that  in  the  presence  of  two 
sufficient  Witnesses,  may  perswade  us  to  give  any 
credit  to  such  a  relation  ;  Or  (which  is  yet  one  degree 
nearer),  if  the  voluntary  confession  of  one  of  the 
souldiers  themselves,  and  one  who  had  his  own  hands 
embrewed  in  the  bloud  of  those  poor  creatures,  to 
some  of  his  Comrades,  in  a  boasting  way  that  he  had 
many  times,  during  the  heat  of  the  Massacre,  surfetted 
with  eating  the  boyled  Brains  of  those  Barbets  (or 
Protestants)  ;  I  say,  if  the  voluntary  confession  of 
such  canibals  as  these  may  be  accepted  as  Authentick 
proofs,  then  I  doubt  not  but  to  give  ample  satisfaction 
to  all,  as  well  to  those  that  fain  would  not,  as  those  that 
as  yet  cannot  easily  believe  such  monstrous  cruelties, 
having  inserted  here  as  followes  the  true  Copies  of  the 
said  Depositions  and  Attestations  (which  are  indeed 
worthy  of  being  communicated  to  posterity),  and  pre- 
sented the  very  Original  Subscriptions  to  the  publick 
Library  of  the  famous  University  of  Cambridge." 

CHAPTER  yil. 

Tliis  incident  (page  62)  literally  happened  to 
Leger  when  he  made  his  escape,  as  also  the  incident, 
vol.  iii.,  chap,  xxxvii.,  p.  383,  and  the  one  mentioned 
in  vol.  i.,  chap,  xvii.,  p.  201. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  incidents  of  this  chapter,  as  well  as  the 
allusions  elsewhere  to  the  parchment  and  certificates, 


AFPEXDIX.  445 

are  founded  on  the  following  passage  in  the  Contents 
of  Morland's  history  : — 

"  In  the  black  Boxe  marked  X  are  contained 
the  several  printed  Tickets,  and  other  Pa23ers  and 
Pictures ;  which  were  found  in  the  pockets  of  some  of 
the  souldiers  of  Piemont,  who  had  before  massacred 
the  Protestants : — 

Namely, 

In  the  Paper  A  are  several  forms  of  blessing  con- 
secrated to  be  carried  about  them  for  preservation ; 
As  for  example  : — 

1.  Potentia  Dei  Patrls,  saplentia  Dei  Fill,  \irtus 
Spiritus  Sancti,  per  intercessionem  Sanctissimce  Vir- 
ginis,  Dei  genitricis  Mariee,  Sancti  Francisci  et  Beat- 
orum  Didaci,  et  salvatoris  liberet  te  Dominus  ab 
omni  Febre,  Peste,  et  improvisa  morte.     Amen. 

2.  Facite  homines  discumbere,  ex  Cathed.  Casa- 
lens,  1649. 

3.  Est  puer  unus  hie,  ex  Cathed.  Casalens,  1648. 

In  the  Paper  B  is  a  certain  povrder  they  call  Latte 
della  Madonna ;  or,  The  Milk  of  the  Virgin  Mary, 

In  the  Papers  C,  D,  E,  F,  G,  H,  I,  K  are  enclosed 
small  pieces  of  the  dead  bones  of  several  Martyrs,  etc., 
with  the  following  inscriptions  on  the  back  side  of  the 
Papers : — 

C.  Sancti  Justini  Virg.    Martyr. 

D.  Sancti  Lucii  Eremitce. 

E.  Sancti  Dindari  Martyris. 

F.  Sancti  Blasii  Episcopi  Martyris. 

G.  Sancti  Antonii  Abbatis. 


446  APPENDIX. 

H.   Sancti  Antonni  Martyris. 

I.  Sancti  Pancratii. 

K.  De  la  Sancta  Sepulcra. 

In  the  Paper  L  are  the  pictures  of  several  saints, 
as  also  of  Christ  and  the  Virgin  Mary,  among  which 
there  is  one  remarkable,  whereof  the  title  or  super- 
scription is,  "  Pro  Conversione  Ha3reticorum  ;"  all 
painted  in  a  hloudy  colour. 

Besides  these  papers  and  tickets  there  are  in  the 
said  black  Box  these  original  pieces  : — 

1.  The  Marquess  of  Pianezza's  grant  of  indemnity, 
and  divers  Priviledges  to  a  certain  person  for  renounc- 
ing his  Eeligion." 

2.  The  Certificate  of  Prospero  da  Tarano,  delivered 
to  the  Marquess  of  Pianezza,  that  the  person  above- 
said  had  certainly  abjured  his  Religion. 

These  were  all  sent  by  Morland  to  Cambridge, 
but  are  now  unhappily  lost. 

As  regards  the  blowing  off  the  heads  of  the  heretics 
by  the  insertion  and  ignition  of  powder,  see  Morland, 
book  ii.,  chap,  vi,  p.  353,  who  gives  an  illustration 
of  the  process. 

CHAPTER  XYIII. 

Samuel  Yacca  was  Archdeacon  of  Saluces,  and  it 
was  through  him  that  the  Protestants  were  saved 
from  being  massacred  about  1570. 

CHAPTER  XXH. 

The  incident  of  this  chapter  is  based  on  the 
following  passage  in  Morland's  history : — 

"Pietro    Simond   of  Angrogna,    about   fourscore 
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years  of  age,  was  tied  neck  and  heels  together  and 
violently  hurled  down  vast  and  formidable  precipices, 
but  as  he  was  falling  down  he  by  the  w^ay  met  with  a 
cragged  branch  of  a  tree  and  there  hung  fast  in  a 
most  languishing  condition  for  several  dayes  together 
(a  most  lamentable  spectacle  to  behold !)  not  being 
able  to  help  himself  in  the  least,  nor,  indeed,  capable 
of  the  help  of  any  other,  by  reason  it  was  a  precipice 
altogether  inaccessible :  I  leave  the  reader  to  make 
out  the  rest  of  this  tragedy,  confessing  myself  not 
able  to  express  it." 

The  incidents  connected  with  Janavel  are  historic, 
and  from  the  position  of  the  valley  it  is  quite  possible 
to  see  what  is  taking  place  on  the  opposite  ridges. 

It  is  the  habit  of  the  "Waldenses  to  meet  once  a 
year,  on  the  loth  August,  on  some  spot  consecrated 
by  religion,  history,  and  tradition.  The  gathering 
took  place  at  Pian  Pra  (the  spot  on  which  the  com- 
bat mentioned  in  chapter  xxii.,  p.  218,  occurred)  in 
August,  1860,  when  2000  were  assembled.  A  paper 
is  printed  illustrating  the  special  incident  which  is 
the  subject  of  commemoration.  The  following  is  the 
heading  of  the  one  alluded  to  above  : — 

"  Quelques  Traits  De  la  vie  De  Janavel  suivis  de 
Chants,  prepares  pour  le  service  de  Priere  et  d'Action 
de  Graces  celebre  a  Pian  Pra  Le  15  aoiit  1860." 

The  incidents  connected  with  the  sack  of  Eora, 
the  capture  of  Janavel's  wife,  Pianesse's  letter  and 
Janavel's  answer,  are  all  historic.    (Chap,  xxvi.,  xxx.) 

CHAPTER  XXXiy. 

Correctly  speaking  it   was   not   until  1663  that 
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Milton  was  brouglit  into  connexion  with  Clialfont  St. 
Giles,  but  wlien  there  he  might  natarally  stroll  up  to 
Gerrard's  Cross  Common,  as  represented  in  the  text. 
In  1663  the  plague  raged  in  London,  and  Ellwood 
received  Milton  into  his  house  at  Chalfont  St.  Giles, 
Buckinghamshire,  where  he  finished  his  "  Paradise 
Lost."     The  house  is  still  standing. 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 

The  letter  in  the  text,  as  well  as  the  other 
Latin  letters  of  Cromwell,  were  the  composition  of 
Milton.  The  originals,  in  the  hand\vriting  of  the 
Poet's  second  daughter,  Mary  Milton,  are  preserved 
in  the  State  Paper  Office.  The  translation  in  the  text 
is  from  Morland,  book  iv.,  chap.iv.,p.  572.  The  follow- 
ing is  his  heading  : — 

"  A  Letter  from  His  Highness  the  Lord  Protector 
of  the  Commonwealth  of  England,  &c..  To  the  Duke 
of  Savoy,  in  the  behalf  of  his  poor  distressed  subjects 
professing  the  Reformed  Religion  in  the  Valleys  of 
Piemont. 

"  An  Authentick  Copy  of  the  true  Original  whereof 
was  communicated  to  the  Author  by  the  Right  Hon- 
ourable Mr.  Secretary  Thurloe." 

CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

The  translation  of  Du  Petit  Bourg's  letter  is  from 
Morland,  book  ii.,  chap,  vi.,  p.  333.  The  following  is 
its  heading  as  it  stands  in  his  history  : — 

*'  The  Declaration  of  M.  du  Petit  Bourg,  first 
Captain  of  the  Regiment  of  Grancey,  touching  the 
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Cruelties  that  were  exercised  upon  persons  of  all  ages 
and  sexes  among  the  poor  Protestants  of  the  Valleys 
of  Piemont,  subscribed  with  his  own  hand  at  Pignerol, 
27  Novemb.  1655,  in  the  presence  of  two  other  Com- 
manders. 

"  The  true  original  whereof  is  to  be  seen,  together 
with  the  rest,  in  the  Publick  Library  of  the  famous 
University  of  Cambridg," 

Leger's  Bible,  with  its  inscription,  is  mentioned 
by  Dr.  Gilly  in  his  "  Waldensian  Researches,"  p.  79. 
It  was  then  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  Rennell,  Dean 
of  Winchester. 

The  present  Dean  of  Winchester  has  kindly  in- 
foiTiied  the  Author  that  the  book  is  not  now  to  be 
found  in  the  Chapter  Library,  and  he  fears  that, 
being  private  property,  it  maj  have  been  sold.  The 
Author  would  be  glad  to  receive  any  information  about 
this  venerable  relic,'  and,  if  possible,  rescue  it  from 
destruction. 

Cromwell  ordered  a  national  fast  and  a  general 
collection  to  be  made  for  the  Yaudois.  He  headed 
the  list  himself  with  £2000.  Efforts  were  made  in 
each  parish  of  each  county  of  England  and  Wales, 
and  the  sum  of  £38,241  lO-s.  6d.  was  raised.  Morland 
famishes  us  with  the  particular  items.  We  select 
one — Buckinghamshire,  180  parishes,  £498  2^.  3c?. 

According  to  the  original  instrument  preserved  in 
the  State  Paper  Office,  among  the  distributions  are 
the  following  : — 

*'  To  Mr.  John  Leger,  their  chiefe  minister,  who 

VOL.  III.  0  0 
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has  been  eminently  active  from  the  beginning,  and 
whose  expenses  are  very  great  by  reasons  of  his  daily 
entertaynments  of  all  sorts  of  people  who  come  to  him 
about  business,  £100. 

"  Item  among  the  chief  commanders,  £100  ; 
whereof  £40  may  be  to  Cap"   Grianavel." 

Of  this  money,  £21,908  Os.  Sd.  was  spent  in  1655 
in  relieving  their  distress,  and  £16,333  10s.  Sd.  was 
placed  to  their  credit  in  the  English  treasury,  but 
when  Charles  II.  came  to  the  throne  he  refused  to 
be  liable  for  the  debts  of  a  usurper,  and  squandered 
it  upon  his  own  infamous  pleasures. 

Another  terrific  massacre  in  1686  succeeded,  and 
in  1689,  after  their  general  expatriation,  some  of 
them  returned  to  their  country  in  great  distress, 
whereupon  William  and  Mary  contributed  £500 
a  year  for  the  relief  and  support  of  their  clergy.  This 
benefaction  continued  until  1797,  when  Napoleon 
annexed  Piedmont  to  France,  and  the  English  annuity 
was  withdrawn. 

At  the  termination  of  the  war  in  1814,  Wilber- 
force  used  all  his  influence  to  obtain  a  renewal  of 
the  grant,  but  without  success,  but  through  the 
exertions  of  Dr.  Gilly  it  was  restored  in  1827,  and 
they  are  now  in  receipt  of  £277  annually  from  the 
British  Government.  Besides  this,  £292  is  annually 
transmitted  from  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Gospel,  being  interest  on  £10,000  collected  under 
the  patronage  of  George  III. 

In  the  last  report  of  the  "  Table"  (May,  1863), 
the  items  stand  — 
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Subsides  reguliers. 

National  Anglais,     .              .             .  Fr.  8133  10 

Royal  Anglais,               .             .  .           6933  76 

Fonds  Gilly,              .             .             .  6256  25 

The  following  is  the  Rev.  R.  Burgess'  explanation 
of  the  above  items  : — • 

"  1^0.  1  is  the  interest  of  the  capital  recovered  by 
the  exertions  of  the  late  Dr.  Gilly  and  Sir  R.  H. 
Inglis  from  the  original  Cromwell  fund. 

No.  2  is  a  grant  made  in  the  time  of  George  III., 
and  is  designated  in  the  report  of  the  Society  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Gospel,  that  society  being  trustee 
for  the  said  grant  or  collection. 

No.  3  is  a  fand  raised  by  the  late  Dr.  Gilly,  and 
which  the  Waldensian  Committee  of  London  holds  in 
trust  for  the  Vaudois  Church. 

None  of  these  resources  can  properly  be  said  to  be 
from  the  English  Government.  The  Exchequer  has 
always  refused  to  refund  the  £10,000  collected  under 
Cromwell  for  reasons  which  the  Administration  con- 
siders sufficient." 
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